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7 WISH you Joy, though humble be your Lot; 
Though low your Roof, and ruſtic be your Cot ; 
I wiſh you Joy, that, fill'd with ſacred, Fire, a 
Your Thoughts, your Aims, your Sol to Heav'n aſpire; 


NATURE to you her choiceſt Beauties ſhews ; 
Rx Aso refines your Mind, and guides your Views; 
And fair RELIGION, from her ſtar-pav'd Throne, 
Deſcends to you to make her Myſteries known *. 


I wiſh you Joy, that you have Skill to tell 
What lovely Charms with Contemplation dwell. 

I ſing my Welcome to your pleaſing Verſe, 
Whoſe tuneful Strains, in untaught Style, rehearſe 
Good Iſaac's Meditations, when mild Eve 

Bade lonely Fields the Patriarch receive. 


Wir me; may many a Friend your Gift admire; 
Your pious Aim approve, and catch your Fire! 
Be Gop's kind Hand ſtill open'd to your Need, 
And you, your Wife, and your Ten Childen feed! 
May He your Cares relieve ; your Sickneſs heal ; 
And raiſe up Friends glad to promote your Weal ! 
And may thoſe Friends His dear Rewardings trace 
Who marks the Succorers of his needy Race ! 


Leatherſellers Buildings, JAs. MARSOM HUNT. 


* See the Perſonification of Nature, Reaſon and W N in the 
Introduction of the Poem. 
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ISAAC's MEDITATIONS: 
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POE M. 


AND ISAAC WENT OUT TO MEDITATE IN THE. FIELD AT 
THE EVEN-TIDE. GEN. xxiv. 63. 


MY MEDITATION OF HIM SHALL BE SWEBT. PS. cix. 34. 


ISAAC'S MEDITATIONS. 
= 


Wu AT Scene ſhall hold the Muſe? what Theme her Song? 
What Subject beſt employ her falt'ring Tongue ? 
Immortal Sixt! refolve — her Thought remove 
From thoſe of carnal Care and carnal Love : 
From Earth's Adverſities, and pleaſing Charms, 

W hoſe Smiles allure me, or whoſe Threat alarms ; 
May neither more my placid Boſom ſway, 
But calm Retirement prompt the tranquil Lay! 


O! the ſweet import of thoſe bliſsful Strains, 
Which echo'd o'er fair Bethlehem's favor'd Plains ; 
(By Heaven's high-commiſhon'd Heralds rais'd, 
While through the Midnight Shades bright Glory blaz'd : 
Though ſolemn Sounds accoſt the ruſtic Ear, VAT 
The joyful Tidings diſſipate their Fear.) 

B 


— — 
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T nov, the bleſt Subject of that Song ! remove 
All that diſturbs my Peace, or cools my Love ; 
Nor only Ill remove; but, oh! impart 
Both all I need to calm and warm the Heart. 
Their Peace may I enjoy! their Glories tell; 

On the delightful Theme with rapture dwell, 


 Tilkall my Soul, aſſimulating; prove 


The ſweet, transforming Pow'r of Heav'nly Love ! 
And thou, bleſt Six! Source of Light and Love! 
My ſoul enlighten, animate, and move ; 

Lead me, with retroſpective Views, to trace 
The dawning Glories of redeeming Grace ; 

Its Subjects view, in artleſs Guiſe arrayed; 

In honeſt, unaffected Forms diſplay d. 

Then teach the Muſe unnumber'd years to fling 
Back on her Tour, and to ſuſpend her Wing ; 
And drop one kind, one ſeaſonable Word, 

To thoſe who now nor love, nor fear her Lord. 


Non now, as wont, on Thames's flow'ry Shore, 
Permit the vagrant Muſe her Haunts t'explore; 
And with ludicrous Strain pollute her Lay, 
Extravagantly vain, or idly gay : 

But may true Pleaſure and true Profit prove - 
The Motives which her Heart and Pen do move | 
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Nor let Earth's Sons excite my Envy more 

Teach me their Lot to ſcorn, their State deplore. 
Though wafted high, on Fancy's airy Wing, 

(While ſoul-deluding Strains ſoft Syrens ſing), | 
Though much they boaſt their Wit and Taſte refin'd, 
Honour and Magnimity of Mind ; 

(Gifts for the nobleſt Uſe, by Heav'n ordain'd, 

Yet ſoul-debaſing when by Vice profan'd). 

Gay while they Sport around the giddy Maze, 

The Phantom's dance, the treach'rous Meteor's blaze, 
With heedleſs Haſte they wantonly purſue, 

And with bold Joy its tranſient Glories view; 


Till, undecciv'd, too late then on them ſtare 


Dire Diſappointment, Death, and dark Deſpair. 


Oh that the Sons of Men were truly wiſe, 
Their Day to know, the fleeting Seaſon prize ! 
O could my Verſe abrupt, my abject Strain, 
One vagrant Thought arreſt, one Pauſe obtain ; 
Though Sounds than Rams-horn Trumpet far more baſe, 
Nor Prieſtley Breath give one aſſiſting Grace; 


Which, when conducted by Jznovan's Hand, 


Though feebler far than Gideon's lender Band; 
Nor Jericho's ſtrong Walls, nor Midian's Hoſt withſtand 


6 ISAAC's MEDITATIONS : 


Furl many a time Omnipotence obtains 
The nobleſt Ends by the moſt abject Means: 
Ev'n gritty Clay ſhall Sight-reſtoring prove, 

To vindicate Almighty Power and Love. 

Might I but ſee diſplay d that Pow'r divine, 

Thus to ſucceed this frail Attempt of mine: 

The Bow, at venture drawn, will take effect; 

And Force and Skill divine the Dart direct : 

Tho' triple Braſs encloſe the fearleſs Heart, 

It can't repel the Heav'n- directed Dart. 

May Heavenly Teachings guide my timorous Muſe, 
Prompt, and ſucceed, the Argument I uſe ; 

My vagrant Verſe, my rambling Courſe direct, 

Th' intricate Path of Vice to interſect : 

And lead me on to plead fair Virtue's Cauſe, 

Eſpouſe her Intereſt, and defend her Laws. 


FirsT let the Muſe, through NaTurz's varying Scene, 


View her ſoft Shades, and her enlivening Green 
Her gay, her fragrant Blooms, her chryſtal Rills, 
Deſcend the Dale, or climb her lofty Hills; 

Trace all that from her fertile Lap profuſe, 
Spontanecus flows for Sight, for Senſe, for Uſe. 
What thoughtful Mind, who thus will Nature trace, 
Her Charms ſurvey, and mark her ev'ry Grace, 


LOGIE OTE ME ; 7 


But muſt confeſs, each pleaſing Path theave trod, 
Shews matchleſs Excellence in Nature's God? 

Aſk NaTvuRE,* Whence her Charms and whence her Worth, 
« With which ſhe ſtores and beautifies the Earth? 

« Why Winter's Cold can mellowing Pow'r diffuſe, 

« Or Cancer's Heat well-ripen'd Fruits produce ? 

« The gay Profuſion whence, the boundleſs. Stores, 

ce That beauteous Spring, or bounteous Autumn pours?” 
Aſk, „ whence the Beauties which the Skies adorn, 

« At ſparkling Eve, bright Noon, or bluſhing Morn ?” 
And, when the moſt minute Reſearch is made, 

And to each Object ſtrict Attention paid; 

Her greateſt Worth, her greateſt Beauties view, 

Then aſk, „to whom is all the Glory Due?” 

Aſk NaTuRE—ſhe']l reſolve ; the Truth aver; 

In Language moſt emphatic ſhe'll declare: 

«© Not mine the Praiſe, with borrow'd Beams I ſhine, 

« And own my Author only is Divine ; 

« All I difplay, and all that I beſtow, 

From my Divine Original muſt flow.“ 


SnovLD NaTuRE's Argument too feeble prove, 
To gain your Credit, or engage your Love, 
Aſk Rxason, call her Verdict to your Aid; 
Reaſon, your boaſted Patroneſs, ſhall-plead — 


« Let Prejudice ſubſide ; this Bliſs enjoy, 
« Which, while it ſatisfies, can never cloy ; 


ISAAC's MEDITATIONS: 


All ſhe afferts, ſhall ſurely tend to prove, 

The greateſt Good demands the greateſt Love. 

Nor this her only Plea ; ſhe'll ſtill declare, | 
Intereſt herfelf is intereſted here. 

« Vain Men, who boaſt a Skill almoſt Divine, 

« Whoſe Pow'rs with more than human Wiſdom ſhine; 
« Yet ſlight, neglect, contemn ſo great a Good, 

* Whence all proceeds that's ſought, enjoy'd, or view'd ; 
* Who blindly ſhun the Bliſs they fondly crave, 

ce And blaſt the Hopes which gen'rous Nature gave! 
ce Here true Ambition too may feed her Fire; 

* To heights ſublime her guiltleſs Sons aſpire ; 

« Devoid of Affectation, ſwell their Fame; 

C Preſume on Friendſhip with the Pow'r Supreme; 
« With noble Scorn contemn inferior Things, 

« And boaſt Alliance with the King of Kings. 

« Here Intereſt, Fame, and Pleaſure, all unite, 

« And form a Syſtem of complete Delight. 


« Fix, and purſue that Soul-ennobling Aim, 
« And each vain Hope of earthly Bliſs diſclaim.“ 


Anx ſtronger Motives needful to incite ? 
Muſt more pathetic Arguments invite 


w 
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ee from the Sov'reign Throng commiſſion'd forth 
Heaven's firſt Favourite,“ and firſt Friend to Earth; 
Her form in more than human Charms diſplay d, 
And in unfading veſtal White array d; 

With Smiles benign her winning Aſpect grac'd, 
And in her Hand the peaceful Olive plac'd : 

Hark ! ſhe with accents mild the filence breaks ; 
('Tis with profoundeſt Majeſty ſhe ſpeaks :) 

« Why vain, prepoſterous Man ! why wiſh to waye 
e The Counſel kind my younger Siſters gave? 

« Doubt you the Truth, diſpute th' Authority 

& Of ought they urge? Then liſten now to me: 

c Think you their Plan abſurd, attend to mine, 

cc T have to boaſt Authority Divine. 

Of high Extraction, and of early Date, 

« When the celeſtial Pow'rs in Counſel fate, 5 
« ] was the Subject of Divine Debate! 

« When Man debas'd, forlorn, and guilty ſtood, 

«« Before a righteous and accuſing God, | 

J was the Import of that gracious Voice, 

Which made his Heart, his broken Heart rejoice, 
« And unimpair'd my Miffion's Pow'r appears 
Through a long Series of ſucceeding Years ; 

«© My Teſtimony to the Truth I bear; 

To rebel Man my Author's will newer; 


* Religion, | 
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« Slow was the lingering Daun; the glimmering Ray; 
«© Long feebly ſtrove to kindle up the Day : 

« The Morn was long, e'er the meridian Light 

6 Of Goſpel Glory ſhone divinely bright. 

« *Twas dimly ken'd through all the duſky Shade, 
Which Jewiſh Diſpenſations did pervade ; 

(And ſtill in darker Climes lay Japhet's Race, 

« From Shem's fair Tents remote,) 

« By myſtic Footſteps of the Deity 

« 'They grop'd to find his Will, his Works, and me. 

« But after all that long-extended Reign 

Of fallen Nature blind, and Fancy vain, 

In various Forms, and various Garbs array'd, 
Light, Goſpel Light, my native Form diſplay d. 

« Then through the Earth did the rich Splendor run, 
« Through all the Earth my Author's glory ſhone ; 
* Through all the Earth Triumphant Truth prevail'd ; 
« And Oppoſition's every Effort fail'd. | 

« And ſhall my Meſſage leſs Importance bear, 

In human Eſtimation ſince more clear 

« Truth now appears, becauſe in brighter Rays, 
My Author great his dying Love diſplays ? 

Can Hearts ſo hard, can Ears fo deaf be found, 

« As to reject the Soul-reviving Sound? 

What! arc there Minds fo dark, and Pow'rs ſo baſe 
As can refiſt ſuch Love; refuſe ſuch Grace? 
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e Wills ſo perverſe, the greateſt Ill to chooſe ? 

« Affections vile, the greateſt Good refuſe ? 

© Yet ſuch there are! Ah wretched Mortals know, 
„(Without Excuſe) your Chotce your Overthrow!“ 


SnouLD Precept and Expoſtulation fail, 
Try we how far Example will prevail. 


AND are there who the Paths of Peace. enquire, 
Whoſe Boſoms glow with more than mean Deſire; 


Who feign would taſte a Conſolation pure, 
And pant for Joys unmix'd, a Bliſs ſecure ? 


Tx embryo Wiſh to its full Stature raiſe, 
And fan the Spark divine to brighteſt Blaze ; 
The World ſeclude, her Confidence diſclaim; 
Of Earthly Bliſs detect the fatal Dream ; 
Retire, and every trifling Thought diſperſe, 
And with your Soul, and with your God converſe : 
Come tread the Path the thoughtful Iſaac trol, 
Attend his ſecret Converſe with his God. 


Wnar Time fair Caanan's fertile Fields were ſpread 
With Pine and lofty Cedars lengthening Shade ; 
When on the Plains of Mamre Abraham led 

His Kine prolific ; and when Iſaac fed 
C2: 


II 
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His firſt fair F locks, not from that Tent remote, 
Where Tidings of the promis'd Seed was brought; 
Where an high Angel was an Earthly Gueſt, 

And gratified the Patriarch's great Requeſt. 

Forth from the Well the Heir of Promiſe roves, 
And all the Charms of Solitude improves. 

But firſt beneath the Oak's wide ſpreading Arms, 
On that ſoft Seat the Thyme ſpread Hillock forms, 
He views the Scene the Eminence commands: 

O goodly Land, thou glory of the Lands, 

Where Nature's ſweet attractive Graces ſhine ; 

And guarantied by Faithfulneſs Divine! 

Nor Hebrons fruitful Vales alone ſuffice, 

But views where the encircling Mountains riſe ; 
Gilead and Carmel with fair Flocks o'erſpread, 

And Lebanon that lifts her tow'ring Head, 

Whoſe lofty Cedars wave with ſtately Pride, 

And wanton Kids ſport on her verdant Side 

Nor overlook'd he Hermon's little Hill, 

Whence Fragrance breathes, and cheering Dews diſtil ; 


Upon whoſe weſtern Side, the crimſon Ray 

With bluſhes indicates the cloſing Day. 

Then, while the Lark, deſcending from his Tour, 
With ſoftened Strain foretells the ſilent Hour, 

With flow advancing Step, and Mind ſedate, 
The pious Youth reſigns his vetdant Seat, | 


240 POEM. 13 
— ͤ — ö 
Apptvaching Eve forbade his longer Stay, 
He on tow'rds Nahor's City bend his Way 
And pious Thoughts revolving in his Breaſt, 


In Meditation ſweet his God addreſt. 


« IEHoVARH great! mine, and my Father's Gop | 
« By whom the Heav'ns and Earth were ſpread abroad; 
© This boundleſs Univerſe, this goodly Frame, 
© Thy Wiſdom, Power and Goodneſs will proclaim. 
t* All Nature's Form beſpeaks Thy matchleſs Skill; 2 
« All Nature's Laws ſubſervient to thy Will. 
« Nor leſs thy Mercy through the Whole diſplays, 
* (Fay'rite of Heav'n), her kind, benignant Rays; 
«© Nor Man, frail Man, the leaſt in Thy regard, 
« Thyſelf his Portion, and his great Reward. 
“ But what am I, or what my Father's Houle ? 
= Why wilt thou ſhield us, and our Cauſe eſpouſe ? 
« While neighbouring Nations feel thy chaſt@ing Rod, 
« We dwell the Favorites of a faithful God. 
© Why chooſe our ſlender Stock, our feeble Race, 
« To ſhew ThyPraiſe, to ſhare Thy rickeſt Grace? 
« And, why thy Care, and condeſcending Love, 
0 Do I, the meaneſt of thy Servants, prove? 


« OF all the Gifts which from Thy Bounty flow, 
e Of all the bleſſings which thine Hands beſtow, 
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« This is not the leaſt, that I've been taught to know 
« And fear that God from whom all Bleſſings flow. 
With Parents bleſt beneath whoſe pious Sway, 

« And kind Tuition, I have learnt the Way 

« Which leads to Joys divine; Delight ſupreme 

ec Enjoy'd by none but thoſe who love Thy Name! 

« O ne'er permit my Heart from Thee to rove ; 

« My God! my chiefeſt Good! or miſimprove 

«« The Bleſſings thine indulgent Hand hath given; 

« My Peace on Earth, my Proſpect fair of Heaven 


« To all Thy Dealings be my Breaſt refign'd ; 
« Too wiſe to err, too good to act unkind, 
te Iſſues of Life and Death are in Thy Hand, 
« Subſervient both to T hy divine Command ; 
« Each Scene alternate ſhews Thy Power and Love; 
« The Faith and Patience of Thy Sons they prove. | 
cc Macphelah's Field in penſive gloom array'd, 
« The wide ſpread Oak, and the low Cypreſs-ſhade, 
« Enwrap the Tomb, whoſe Charge my Soul reveres, 
« The gentle Guardian of my tender years. 
« There reſts ſecure the venerable Duſt, 
« Until the Reſurrection of the Juſt. 
« But tho' Corruption ſeize her mortal Frame, 
« Her Soul, tranſported with ſeraphic Flame, 
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tt Advanc'd to ſee Thy mildly-ſmiling Face, 

« For ever reſts in T hy divine Embrace, 

«« Of perfect Love, and perfect Peace poſſeſt; 

« Nor Guilt nor Sorrow grieve her ſpotleſs Breaſt: 
« No more her Frailty ſhall her Heart betray 

ce To ſmile and doubt divine Veracity ; 

« No more will ſhe diſtruſt her faithful God, 

« But all Thy Works and Ways eternally applaud. 
« Still does my Heart retain the grateful Thought, 
« By Precept, and Example early taught; 

« From her dear Lips what mild Inſtruction flow'd, 
« And taught my liſping Tongue to praiſe my God! 
« Sweet through my Soul did her Advice diſtil, | 
« Whereby I learnt to know and do Thy Will. 


« Nor leſs Partaker of my Father's Love, 
« Whoſe conſtant Care I to this Moment prove; 
« Since not the leaſt important Act in Life 
* To chooſe a pious, prudent, pleaſing Wife : 
© In this his Love, in this his Care I ſee; + 
0 His Counſel kind, and mild Authority. 
Had I been left to my unguided Choice, 
«© Quite deaf to Reaſons and Religions Voice; 
« Beſide the Promiſe I had blindly ſtray d, 
« And brought a Curſe upon my guilty Head, 
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te But thou, my God ! wilt ſtill my Courſe direct 
ce Through each Viciſſitude, and give Effect 

& To each kind Admonition of my Friends, 

& Fitted to anſwer the moſt generous Ends. 


e My Memory paints anew the pleaſing Scene; 
1 Oft o'er theſe flow'ry Paſtures gay and green 

« My reverend Sire my youthful Feet hath led; 
ce While ſportive Lambkins play'd, and Fatlings fed: 
« Here he his Flocks ſurvey'd, his God ador'd, 

C And ſweet Inſtruction o'er my Boſom pour d. 
« Tſaac,” he ſaid, © How bleſt the youth who knows 
© Our God, and the rich Bleſſings He beſtows ; 
For Ages He our Dwelling Place has been, 

And His kind Hand in each Event been ſeen : 

* And, all conducted by a Skill Divine, 

© Omnipotence fulfill'd the grand Deſign. 

When I was call'd to leave, by His Command, 

t My Fathers Houſe, and ſeek an unknown Land, 

© The Heavenly Mandate quaſh'd each carnal Plea; 
While Faith, and Love inſpir'd me on the Way. 

© The glimm'ring Track though oft I ſcarcely trac'd, 
In my great Leader all my Truſt was plac'd ; 


Who cheer'd me onward through my Pilgrims Roam, - 


With brightning Views of an eternal Home, 
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And to this Day in gracious Interviews; 


© (By which my Faith revives, my Strength renews : 
While Joy and Peace like gentle Dew diſtil, 

And all my Soul with Conſolation fill): 

His Cov'nant he renews, with Bleſſings fraught, 
Surpaſſing human Speech or human Thought. 


© Tavs happy is the Man our God approves, 
© Who truſts His Promiſe, and his Precept loves: 
© In peaceful Calm, each well ſpent Moment flies; 
© While each returning Want his God ſupplies. 


© Axnifto earthly Good our Views deſcend, 


= < Here trace the Kindneſs of our kindeſt Friend. 


© Rich are the Bleſſings of His Bounty pour'd, 
Throughout our Paſtures, and upon our Board: 

© All witneſs the Indulgence of His Hand, 

© And all our warm Acknowledgments demand; 

© Yes; the rich Nutriment of fertile F ields, 

* Sweet Food which Earth almoſt ſpontaneous yields; 
And Health, and Increaſe of our Flocks and Kine 

© Declare the Goodneſs of a Hand Divine. 


Non thou, my Son] exempted from the Load 
Of grateful Obligations to thy God. 
© See you the Flock, reclin'd beneath that Shade ; 
Where yonder Oaken Grove their Verdure ſpread; 


'Þ 
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Mark, Iſaac! Yon ſequeſter'd Flock muſt claim 

© Your grateful] Muſings while it owns your Name: 
© Your's is the Flock; tho' kept to you unknown; 
Now with my Bleſſing claim it as your own: 

* Aſk you me whence the Gift, and how obtain'd ? 
© I'll tell you; on the Day when you were wean'd, 

© That Day of Joy, and high Feſtivity ; 

© My Friends invited to rejoice with me ;” 

© (Yes, the whole Day in decent Mirth was ſpent ;) 
Some kind Donation did each Gueſt preſent : 

* And the kind Preſent whence aroſe yon Stock, 
Were two young Firſtlings from my Milcah's Flock. 
They're all the Offspring of the favourite Pair 


© Kind Milcah gave ; them all your Mother's Care 


© Nurs'd in her Tent 'till for the Field prepar'd ; 
© They ſtill were kept diſtin& among the Herd; 
My Ifaac's Portion, facred and intire ; 


A 


The Donor's Purpoſe, and expreſs Deſire. 


* 


Sure the vaſt Increaſe o'er the Paſture ſpread, 
To where yon lofty Grove extends her Shade 
Proclaims aloud thy God moſt kindly good, 


And loudly claims your Love, and Gratitude. 


ov 


A 


Tur Darling thus you were of Providence, 
« Fer you arrived at Reaſon, Speech, or Senſe; 


* 
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Fer Good you could prefer, of Ill beware, 

© You were the Subject of Almighty Care, 

© Does not. your Breaſt with Wiſh moſt ardent glow, 
More this your God to love, and more to know ? 


Non theſe the only Bleſſings kept in Store; 
For Subſtance greater, and in Number more, 
* The Coy'nant Bleſſings, of a Cov'nant God, 
© Await each Step you tread along Life's varying Road 
Nor are theſe Bleſſings given to divert 
* Your Mind from God, or captivate your Heart: 


* 


Your God alone ſupreme Affection claims, 

He the vaſt Fountain, they the diſtant Streams, 
Oh! not the leaſt, of all His Gifts ſo kind, 

This goodly Land, our Heritage aſſign'd, | 

Is not ours only, thus the Grant declares, 

* This Land I'll give to thee, and to thy Heirs ; 

«© Thy numerous Seed who ſhall theſe Climes poſſeſs, 
« Greatly I'll multiply, and richly bleſs: 

*© Not all the ſparkling Gems that gild the Night, 


= 


— 
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* And pour through Midnight Gloom diffuſive Light: 


« Fix'd in, or roving through the boundleſs Space, 
In Number equal thy unnumberd Race, Ls 
*© I'll be a God to thee, and to thy Seed, 
i In wham all Nations ſhall be bleſt indeed, 
D 2 | 
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«© But that my great deliv'ring Pow'r be known, 

« And Grace peculiar to thine Offspring ſhown, 

e They ſhall be Sojourners in a Land not theirs ; 

« Beneath Afflictions groan four Hundred Years ; 
Then ſhall my outſtretch'd Arm, and mighty Hand, 
« Sore Judgments bring on that devoted Land: 


cc 


A 


c 
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Then I my Love, my Care, my Pow'r engage 
« To lead them to this goodiy Heritage.” 


Tus doth our God our Habitation chooſe ; 

© While vain their Efforts who His Pow'r oppoſe : 
© Nor will His Promiſe fail; but like His Love 
* Unchanging, will inviolable prove. 
But, goodly Land, fair Flocks, and fruitful Field, 
How weak, how tranſient, all the Joys they yield, 
* Compar'd with God, our Portion, and Defence, 
© Our Hope, our Joy, our beſt Inheritance! 
* May you His Cov'nant Mercy, Grace and Love, 
© In all their richeſt Emanations prove; 

© Thence draw ſuch rich, ſuch plentiful Supplies, 
Such Joy, ſuch Peace, as Earthly Charm denies. 
Nor can the Heav'n-born Soul its vaſt Deſires 
With Earth ſuffice, but to its Source aſpires ; 
* Extraction high immortal Aims purſues, 


And only Scenes immortal terminate its Views! 


— .. 
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e May you, without Reſerve, each Pow'r reſign, 1 
And truſt the Guidance of a Hand divine; i 
To His unerring Skill refer your Choice; 

© Believe His Pow'r, and in His Love rejoice : 

* Your Peace on Earth, your Joy in Heaven be this, 

To find in Gop alone inceſſant Bliſs !* 


* Tus at blithe Morn, or tranquil Ev'ning clear, . 
* While Nature charm'd the Eye, and liſt'ning Ear; 
* While each gay Flow'ret which our Path beſtrow'd, 
e Proclaim'd the Love and Wiſdom of our God; 
« While playful Flocks, and tuneful Birds confpir'd 
« To prompt our Praiſe, with glowing Zeal inſpir'd: 
« Oft has my Sire, Improvement to invite, 
« Moſt ſweetly mix'd Inſtruction with Delight, 
« While my attentive Pow'rs with Raptures hung, £ 
e On the ſweet Admonitions of his Tongue, | 
« Each Precept kind paternal Love endear'd ; | 6 : 
« And Pow'r divine impreſt each Truth I heard: * 
« Thence ſoon I diſeſteem'd my Childiſh Toys, "v2 
ce And ſought more laſt ing, more ſubſtantial Joys: 


« And when arrived to maturer Age, 

00 Thence did my Love to Vanity aſſuage; 

e Each ripening Pow'r directed to aſpire, 

To God, my Portion, Truſt, and chief Deſire. 


— 


*,22 ISAAC'S MEDITATIONS: 


« Tax ſolemn Scenes my Memory ſtill retains; 
(Nor would forget them long as Life remains) ; 
& When, with my Father in Devotion join'd, 
« markt the glowing Fervor of his Mind; 
« O with what Ardor his Petitions tiſe 
« Like the ſweet Savour of the Sacrifice! 
« Thence have I learnt (through Gop's enlightning Grace), 
« How to approach my Heavenly Father's Face ; 
« Thence ſeen the Need of a ſuperior Blood, 
« To recommend my Services to God. 
« Not Beaſtly Blood, nor human Sanctity, 
« Can anſwer Crimes, or Conſcience purity ; 
« There needs for my Tranſgreſſions to atone 
e A Sacrifice, ſuperior to mine own. 
« Tho” dim the Lines, by which the End I trac'd ; 
te And faintly drawn, they ne'er have been eras'd ; | 
« No long left deſtitute of ſome Diſplays 
« Of Love myſterious, and redeeming Grace 


« More clearly ſhown, as when the riſing Day 
« Breaks through the Gloom, and drives the Miſt away, 


Bur ne'er my Mind ſuch deep Impreſſion bore, 
«« Ne'er have I ſeen, ne'er felt ſuch Scenes before; 
© As when Jehovah gave the dread Command, 
Abraham! go, get thee to Moriah's Land; 
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© And thither take thy Son, thine only Son; 

© Thine Iſaac which thine Heart ſo dotes upon: 
Thy Iſaac a Burnt-offering I demand, 

And the dread Deed perform'd by thine own Hand ; 
© Determin'd thy delib'rate Steps per ſue, 

To the far diſtant Mountain I ſhall ſhew. 

« What Time that much remember'd Morn diſplay'd 
« Her early Dawn, my Father roſe, and faid,” 

© Iſaac, my Son, my well-belov'd, ariſc'! 

© Our God commands a diſtant Sacrifice; 

© *Tis ours the Heav'nly Mandate to obey, 

© And tow'rd Moriah's Land direct our Way.” 

« The Words he ſpake with ſuch an awful grace; 

« Such reverend Seriouſneſs cloathed all his Face; 

« I judg'd ſome deep Concern his Mind oppreſt ; 

6 Some ſtrong Emotion labour'd in his Breaſt ; 
(But the Cauſe knew not, till that wondrous Hour 
«© When Love divine difplay'd deliv'ring Pwo'r). 


« Thus onward ſet, our Journey we purſu'd ; 
© With Beaſt, with Servants, and devoted Wood. 
«© Much was my Soul, as we ſojourn'd along, 
« Struck with the Converſe of my Father's Tongue : 
« 'Tho' from all vain Diſcourſe 'twas always free, 
* Now it expreſt unuſual Gravity. 
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Nor from him could my anxious Looks refrain; 


cc Such deep ſolemnity dwelt in his Mien; 


00 Vet, amidſt all, his reverend Aſpect wore 


« Such Fondneſs as I ne'er had markt before: 

« Anon I ſaw, preſt by the heaving ſigh, 

«. The Tear drop down from his much-ſoften'd Eye. 
« And with the tendereſt look he preſt my Hand,” 


Tsaac, fays he, think not the Lord's Command 


1 Severe, becaufe our Faith and Love He tries, 


© Thus far to call us forth to ſacrifice; 


Wich due Submiſſion to His Heav'nly Will 


© Let us his wonderful Commands fulfil. 
© We are the Lord's, He our corporeal Frame, 


i” Shaped from the Duſt, to glorify His Name; 


The Spirit alſo which that Frame informs, 
© Its Members actuates, its Vitals warms, 


Declares, (while bright its Author's Glories ſhine,) 
An Origin, and Property Divine. 


© Protection, Preſervation, and Supply, 

« The rightful Claim till further ratify, 

Fach gives her Verdict, and corroborates 

The Fact, tho' carnal Reas'ning oft debates. 
But Faith, and Love ſtill urge a ſtronger Plea; 
© Know no Excuſe, admit of no Delay, | 
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© His Will to execute : Religion cries, 
© I am the Lord's by more than earthly Ties; 

© Redeem'd by Him, I'm His, in Life, and Death; 
And to his Praiſe I'll ſpend my lateſt Breath. 
Oft haſt thou heard how in thine early Days, 
Thou was't the Lord's, devoted to His Praiſe ; 
And dedicated to the Lord thy God, 

* Didft ſeal the Cov'nant with thine Infant Blood. 
And oft the ſolemn Deed haft thou confirm'd, 
Since Grace has thy Determination form'd, | 
To God, thy Portion, thy delib'rate Choice 

© By Reaſon's, and Religion's ſacred Voice; 

Still in the voluntary Act reſign g 

All that thou haſt and art, as Property divine. 


* AND ſince our God hath call'd us forth to prove 
Our firm Affiance, and our fervent Love, 
* Reluctance foil not in the Enterpriſe; 
Superior to each carnal Reas' ning riſe; 
And with an holy Zeal, and pure Intent, 
AP reewill-offerin Sto, our God N 


_ © O'sr Hill, o o'er Dale, broad Plain, or darkſome Grove | 
« My Sire did every varying Scene i improve; 
With pious Intimations on the Way, a 
Till we attain'd the Third, th' important Day; 
| E 
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«« Then, with an Aſpect mild and holy Smile, 

« Said. to the young Men, Stay ye here a While, 
While I, and Iſaac to yon Mount repair, 

And join in ſerious Devotion there; 

Nor with Impatience our long Abſence mourn, 
Our God's Command obey'd we ſhall return, 

* But all tlie Interval in Prayer employ, 

* *Till we return and ſhare your holy Joy.” 


„ Write Memory thus the ſolemn Scene purſues, 
* Deep in my Soul what Feelings it renews ! 
“ The ſolemn Sequel which I ruminate 
© Recoils upon my Mind with awful Weight. 
“Up the high Mountain as I bore the Load, 
© The ſacrificial Knife and deſtin'd Wood, 
« Foreboding Thoughts my anxious Heart poſſeſt, 
And more than uſual Weight my Mind oppreſt. 
« Deep wond'ring what the Appearances could mean; 
« Or what, or whence the Victim to be ſlain! 
* Then ! gain'd courage to my Sire to ſpeak, 
« And fad Inquiry reverently make; 
Dear Father wilt thou now thy Iſaac tell, 
© (Nor longer from thy Son the Cauſe conceal,) 
Why the Materials for the ſacred Flame 
« But for the Off ring no deyoted Lamb.? 
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« Whereto my Sire replied,” Be not diſtreſt, 
Let not Deſpair invade thine anxious Breaſt; 
Our God, our only Help and certain Guide, 
Without our Care will for Himſelf provide: 
Nor doth He our perplexing Cares demand, 
But bids us wait the Work of His right Hand; 
Free from diſhonouring Doubt and ſad Diſmay 
© Then truſt unwavering, and with Joy obey.” 


* 
RgBur when we on the awful Summit roſe, * 
« And the Hour came the Mandate to diſcloſe, = 
cc Scarce had we well attain'd the Eminence ' 


Where the deep tragic Scene ſhould ſcon commence, 
« His Trembling could no more my Sight evade, 

« His wonted Firmneſs quite withdrew its Aid; 
« Now agonizing Paſſions agitate ; 

ce Scarcely his tottering Frame ſuſtains his Weight; 
* So ſtrong the Heav'nly and the Earthly Love, 

te In all the Saint, and all the Father, ſtrove : 

« Paſſions unknown his inmoſt Spirit feels, 

« While thus the ſolemn Secret he reveals. 

* Iſaac my Son! thy calm Attention give; 

© The awful Tidings undiſturb'd receive: 

The arduous Taſk without Delay devolves 

On us, and only waits our firm Reſolves 1 

E 2 | | > 
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* Nought lefs than an Authority Divine 

© Could to my Hands the ſolemn Act aſſign; 

© Nought but Celeſtial Strength, Immortal Love, 
Thus could inſpire me, and effectual prove. 
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No longer hold thee, then, in ſad Suſpenſe, | 
No the important Buſineſs muſt commence.” 
* Ifaac thy Son, (thus ſpake the High Decree), 
c Thine only Son, muſt the Burnt-off ring be.” 
Then let no Pow'r recoil, no Thought miſgive, 
| © Our God by whom we act, in whom we live, 
| C Equal in Wiſdom, Pow'r, and Truth, and Love, 
| This Charge impos'd, our Faith and Zeal to prove, 
His Grace He'll ne'er withhold, or Love abate, 
His Mercy fail, or Promiſe violate. 
* Let ev'ry Fear ſubſide; to His Command | 
Submit, and wait Deliv'rance from His Hand.“ 
Thus ſpake my Sire, now calm and all reſign'd 
& Submiſſive to the Taſk by Heaven injoin'd d 
10 At length my Gop taught me too to Submit 
« To all his Sov'reign Wiſdom ſaw moſt fit. 
© And now (my yielding Limbs with Bandage preſt), 
« I for the Knife prepar'd my paſſive Breaſt ;/ PF 
| © His outſtretch'd Hand the dreadful Weapon took. 
When 10! a Voice the ſolemn filence broke; 


» * x — 
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te A gracious Voice, propitious ia its Sound, | * 
* (Of Love divine the Riches {till abound!) * 
e Proclaim'd a great Deliv'rance timely wrought, , 7 | 
te And with ſuperior Bleſſings richly fraught: - «© 
Including all the Mercies e er beſtow'd, 

* Or to be given by a kind Cov'nant God.” 
& < Behold yon Ram, with Thicket Boughs entwin'd, ) | 
= c Thy Son, thy Iſaac's Subſtitute delign'd. 24 
No is thy Faith, and thine Obedience tried, | 4 
And my unfailing Promiſe verified. an 
The promis'd Seed remains;- the Grace ſecure 8 

© To everlaſting Ages ſhall endure !” * | - 4 

« Now how my Soul, with Love and Wonder rais'd, 

« His Grace, His great deliv'ring Mercy prais'd ; 

« Ador'd His Wiſdom, Faithfulneſs, and Love, 

« And all His glorious Virtues did approve! 
LNe'er my enraptur'd Soul ſuch Joys poſſeſt; 

& Such warm Affections ne'er inſpir'd my Breaſt! 


c FuLL often had I with attentive. Eyes, 
e Beheld before the bleeding Sacrifice; ; 


e And while the vital Blood hath forth been pourd; % 
5 


The great tranſcendent Antitype ador d 
* My Saviour's Grace had ſeen, and felt appli'd, 
i His precious Blood, and his forgiving Love enjoy'd: 
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© But never yet had ſeen ſo clear diſplay d 
Mus “ His Love, or of His Sacrifice my Need. 
Still may I. O my God! retain theſe Views, 
Nor e'er Thy reconciled Goodneſs loſe ; 
« May cer ſuch Love, ſuch Zeal inſpire my Breaſt, 


0 do Thy Will, and on Thy Promiſe reſt. 
3 « Nor ever carnal Joys, or carnal Care 
[ _ © My Mind embarraſs, or my Heart enſnare l 


[I <« Let never more Diſtruſt my Boſom pain, 
* * Or Sin's polluting Pow'r my Conſcience ſtain, 


| « Anp now, my God! wilt Thou my Mind diſpoſe 
bs. “ To ſeek to Thee, my future Lot to chooſe ? 
5 «« May no Self- will or ſenſual Object ſway 
My Heart, Thy Heavenly Will to diſobey ! 
O!] et not Earthly Good my Heart enthral, 
« Since I have choſen Thee my All, in All! 
« Wilt Thou my Heart's each wand'ring Motion guide, 
« And o'er each vagrant Paſſion Sole prefide ? 
« Be every Choice, be ev'ry Wiſh of mine 
« Abforb'd and center d in the Will Divine. 


, « Mr paſt Experience of Thy Care and Love, 
My Confidence confirms, my Doubts reprove; 
“ Beneath Thy Smiles my Soul finds ſweet Repoſez | : 
Oh then the Secrets of Thy Love diſcloſe! 7 
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' « My Saviour's cloudleſs Glories I would trace, 
« Salvation free, and rich, forgiving Grace. 

« Nor ſhall I ever find Thy Love remove, 

« Or long Privation of Thy Preſence prove, 

« Unleſs my Heart ſome Earthly good prefer, 
« Or entertain ſome darling Rival there: 


« Then will my God His wonted Smiles withdraw ; 


« While all the Terrors of His broken Law 

« Accoſt my trembling Soul in dread Array; 

«© Compunction, keen Remorſe, and fad Diſmay 
« My Spirit rend ; till Thou Thy Love reveal, 

« And pard'ning Grace my wounded Spirit heal. 

« From Thee, my God! O never let me ſtray, 

« Nor Folly draw my thoughtleſs Heart away ; 

« Nor Unbelief within my Breaſt intrude, 

« Self-Confidence, or baſe Ingratitude 

« On may I preſs with Diligence and Care, 

« With Self-ſuſpicion, Watchfulneſs, and Prayer: 
« Each Step dependant on a Power Divine, 

« Till Grace my ev'ry Faculty refine; 

« Then will my God, my joyful Soul remove, 

« To Scenes of perfect Peace, and perfect Love. 


« BuT chile on Earth my deſtin d Courſe I run, 
May I each Act of Independance ſhun; - 
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From no ſelf-pleaſing Proſpect form my Choice, 


« But liſten to Thy all-direfting Voice, 


„Which loudly, ſpeaks in Thy kind Providence; 
pot Wherein Thou wilt each needful Good diſpenſe. 
&« And ſince Thou ne'er our favour'd Line haſt left, 


« Nor of Thy kindly Care our Race bereft ; 

« Since I, the meaneſt of that Race, have found 
« Theſe forty years Thy tendereſt Love abound ; 
« Intereſted in Thy Wiſdom, Love, and Pow'r 
* From Infancy up to this preſent Hour; 

« Thou, my Protection, Succour, and Defence ; 
« Bleflings of Grace, and Gifts of Providence, 
ce Still wilt beſtow, nor ſhall I ever find 

« A Cov'nant God, unfaithful, or unkind. 


« How placid now locus yon deſcending Sun 
e Unwearied he his daily Courſe hath run; 
Nor now ſeeks Reſt ; but urges on His Way 

« In diſtant Climes to kindle up the Day. 

Thus all Thy Creatures to Thy Sov'ran Will 
« Obedient, Thy Divine Commands fulfil. 
Shall Man alone be backward to obey 
« More favour'd and leſs diligent than they ? 
Thy Creatures all, which are ſubfervient made 
« "Tp Man, his Sloth and Indolence upbraid. 


A 


* 
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Py 
5 * n 
r e 


« But, 0 my Gel forbid that I abuſe 

6e By wayward Paſſion, or ſupinely loſe 

«« The Gifts and Bleſſings Thy kind Hand hath giv 'n, 
re Including every Good of Earthand Heav'n ! 
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« Thy Will concerning the important Taſk 

« My Father to his Servant hath aſſign'd, 

« Which ſhows what tender Care engag' d his Mind; 
« What pious Motives his dear Soul impreſs, 

« Thy Cauſe and Glory, and my Happineſs. 


“ O Thou great Author of the nuptial Tie, 
« T on Thy Wiſdom and Thy Love rely : 
« Sure is Thy Promiſe, nor ſhould I direct 
«© What Way Thou to Thy Word ſhalt give Effect. 
* But, Thou who on the awful Mount appear'd, 
« And with deliv'ring Love Thy Servant ſpar'd! 
«© Give me to plead that on that Solemn Dar, 
« Thou didſt in kindeſt Terms thy Love dif] play's ; 
* How did thy Goodneſs in thy Promiſe ſhine ; FI 
My Grace I'll not to Abraham confine; 
Its Bleſſings rich ſhall on thy Seed deſcend, 
© And to far diſtant Ages ſhall extend, 
© Their Number too I'll greatly multiply; 
Not all the Stars which gild tle azure Sky, ; 

F 
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Nor Sands that form the Sea's extenſive Bounds 
More num'rous than thy Offspring ſhall be found.” 


« AnD oft my Father to excite my Love, 
“6% And my ſlow Pow'rs to willing Duty move; 
« My backward Mind to quicken and inſpire, 
e With Diligence in Action and Deſire, 
© Recites the Favours Thou on me beſtow'd, 
« What Obligations to my God I ow'd ; 
« How in the Declarations of Thy Grace, 
* Thou did'ſt admit my worthleſs Name a Place; N 
* As the intended Inſtrument to raiſe 8 ; 
* A Race to ſerve Thee, and exalt Thy Praiſe. | 


* Nor can I doubt that my dear Father's Mind, 
ee Was by Thy Guidance to this Act inclin'd: 
But be Thy Heav'nly Pleaſure what it may, 

o7 What Thou command'ſt unarguing I obey ; 

« Nor one oppoling Wiſh ſhall heave my Breaſt, 

« Perſuaded what my God appoints 1s beſt. 


« YoNDER, methinks, I ſee the honeſt Swain; 
« See, an increas'd Retinue ſwells his Train! 
t See Females too, the fair Increaſe compoſe ; 


Nor abſent She, whom my kind God hath choſe, 
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"DEED EN” 38 
ce Intended by Thy Providence to ſhare, 
« Each Hope and Joy, each Sorrow and each Care. 
e Do Thou, dear Lord! who only rul'ſt the Heart, 
% Conjugal Tempers to each Mind impart ; 


« Our chiefeſt Care, our only Strife be this, 
« Thy Glory to promote, and crown each other's Bliſs, 


« AND c'er Eve's faſt advancing Shades intrude, 
« And from my Sight the pleaſing Scene preclude, 
« I'll haſten on with joyful Step to meet, 
« The blefſed Train, and each Attendant greet.” 


AnD thus the virtuous Iſaac onward preſt, 

And firſt the grave Domeſtic he addreſt; 

te Thrice welcome, truſty Swain ! to Canaan's Ground, 
te Bleſt be thy God who hath thy Journey crown'd 
« With rich Succeſs ! But now to Iſaac tell 

te Each Incident which on the way befel :” 

He the whole Scene without referve declar'd, 

Nor the minuteſt Information ſpar'd ; 

Inform'd him how by Faith and Prayer he found 
His God, who his moſt fanguine Wiſhes crown'd 
Aſcribing to His all-directing Grace, 

Rebecca's, and her Kindred's WillingneR. 

Iſaac with praiſe his Heart felt Joys expreſt, 

And thus the fair Rebecca he addreſt; 
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„Ham, lovely Maid ! you bleſt of Abraham's God, 
« Ty whoſe Di. e tien you this Path have trod ; 

e Ccn.:ufted by whoſe kind unering Hand, 

« Safe you've arriy'd on Canaan's favour'd Land : 

* But why, ſweet Maid! thy love'y Face conceal'd ? 
«© Why from you: Iſaac are your Beauties yeil'd ? 

«© Tho' ev'ry Charm the gencral Form may grace, 

« *Tis in th' expreſſive Language of the Face, 

* There, in emphatic Characters diſplay d, 

„ Each tender Wiſh and fond Deſire we read.” 


© Yes, generous Youth,” the candid Maid rephed, 
The Reaſon that, why I my Face did hide; | 
© But I cn more mati re Reflection find, 
It is cur Ged who rightly frames the Mind; 
Ey His Appointment I am hither brought; 
g By His Appcutment by my Iſaac ſought; 
May His bleſt Will my future Conduct guide, 
Nor more my Face or Heait from Iſaac hide.“ 


« Nox fhall,” the Youth return'd, * Rebecca find, 
© Her Iſaac inatteu.tive or unkind ; 
% But y ur belt Intereſt, Peace, and e 
ce Shall, next my God, my chief Concern poſſeſs! 

« Yes, deareſt Partner of my Grief and Joy! 
«© Thus may we cach our tendereſt Thoughts employ; 
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« As through each interchanging Scene we move, 
te Each interchanging Scene may we improv , oh 
« To the Promotion of His Glory, who 
All needful earthly Bleſſings will beſtow. 
« Nor can we doubt our Heav'nly Father's Love, 
« Whoſe Agency doth ey'ry Motion move; 
e Whoſe Skill divine, whoſe boundl-{s Goodneſs too, 
« (For none but Gop ſuch Loye and Skill could ſhow 3) 
te My Sire diſpos'd our favour'd Stock to che ole, 
« And all the Canaanitiſh Maids 1 efuſe; 
« Our Servant through his J ourney did direct, 
« And to his honeſt Meſſage give Effect: 
« When at the Well, with Faith and fervent Prayer, 
« His Breaſt inſpir'd, and brought Rebecca there. 
« None but our God whoſe Love and Mercy ſhines, 
« In all His Acts, could thus diſpoſe our Minds; 
* None but our God :ould in each Boſom move 
« Affection pure, fim Faith, and mutual Love.“ 


© Such,” ſhe rejoin'd, * are your Rebecca's Views, 
And ſuch the Arguments my Friends did uſe ; 
Who ſaw through all the Scene His gracious Hand, 
The Meſſage view'd as the Divine Command; 
© Then your Rebecca's firm Reſolve was form'd, 
f And thence her Breaft with pure Aﬀection warm'd, 
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ce AnD may my dear Rebecca ever find, 
« Such Views {till brightning on her virtuous Mind; 
« Not on'y Providential Favors trace, 
«« But in the rich Enjoyment of His Grace, 
« May with her Iſaac every Bleſſing Share, 
« Tending to make us wile and happy here; 
« And well prepare for greater Joys above, 


To dwell in perfect Peace and perfect Love.“ 


T nus in ſweet Converſe they the Ev'ning ſpent, 
Till fate arriv'd at Mamre's bliſsful Tent, 
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BY THE WATERS OF BABYLON WE SAT DOWN, YEA, 
WIR WEPT, WE HUNG OUR HARPS UPON THE 
WILLOWS IN THE MIDST THEREOF, 
PSALM CXXXVII. I, 2. 
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DEEP in the unfrequented Dale; remote 


From Earth's Delights, I found the plaintive Note: 
Nor more invoke the gay, the comic Muſe ; 
Her once lov'd Charms their ev'ry Beauty loſe. 
Nor would I ſeek the vile and clam'rous Scenes, 
Wherein unhallowed Mirth and Folly reigns : 
Where vain infatuated Mortals raiſe 
The Laugh ludicrous, and in ſordid Lays 
Expoſe their Folly; while with fond Applauſe, 
THY enraptur'd Circle hail the baneſul Cauſe. 
Surpaſſing Charms the gloomy Scenes poſſeſs; 
Here would I vent my Griefs, my deep Diſtreſs ; 
Here I'd indulge my melancholy Theme, 
To the harſh Murmurs of the ſtruggling Stream 
W hich down yon Cliffs impetuouſly deſcends, 
And far and wide the angry Foam extends. 
But the rough Stream here finds a ſofter Bed, 
Smoothly beneath the bending Willows led; 
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In calmer Mood ſhe ſeeks the briny Wave, 
Whoſe ample Source her firſt Exiſtence gave. 
Thus may my ruf'd Paſſions all ſubſide, 
And in a ſofter Flow my Sorrows glide ! 


Nor Tigris ſwell'd by Ninevitiſh Tears, 
To their ſad Moan more mournful Echo bears; 
Nor ſader Notes great Nilus Stream imbibes, 
When ſeen the Anguiſh of the bondag'd Tribes ; 
Nor Euphrate more their captive State deplore, 


While Hebrew Harps hang on her willow'd Shore : 


My cheerful Lyre, to ſprightly Notes oft ſtrung, 
Like Theirs neglected on the Willows hung ; 
Whoſe pendant Plumes in penfive Pomp appear, 
And drooping, drop the ſympathetic Tear : 

While Moſs-grown Grots, and dreary Caverns ring 
With awful Echo to the Notes I ſing. 


Non here the ſplendid Ruler of the Day 
Tranſmits one cheering, one enliv'ning Ray; 
But ſullen Shade, and rueful Scenes unite, 

And crowd with folemn Sadneſs on my Sight, 
Yet here I need not ſtand appall'd with Fear; 
No ghaſtly Form or griſly Spectre here; 

No injur'd Spirit with fad Groan complains ; 
Nor guilty Ghoſt, but what my Breaſt contains, 
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Max this deep Solitude auſpicious prove, 

And from my Breaſt each trifling Thought remove 
But more auſpicious may the Light Divine 

With Rays propitious o'er my Spirit ſhine! 

Thence may I fee, thence in fad Numbers ſing, 
The fatal Source whence all my Sorrows ſpring. 


Bur how deſcribe it? Where the Tale begin, 
And trace Afflictions awful Origin? 

Miltonic Genius, in heroic Strain, 

Muſt fail to frame fit Numbers to explain, 

Or fully to define the Cauſe malign ; 

The dreadful Nature and Reſult of Sin. 

Not all the various Scenes that Sorrow tells, 
Nor all that Philoſophic Skill reveals ; 

Nor all attain'd by ſcientific Art, 

Can its full Knowledge to the Mind impart. 

But its Exiſtence (ſings my mournful Muſc), 
To find ſhe need not far extend her Views; | 
This wretched Breaſt whence this ſad Muſic flows, 


Its fad Effects and certain Being knows, 


Nor all the dreary Forms this Scene can ſhew, 
Can give of Sin one Soul abaſing View; 
Not even Sinai's dread terrific Forms, 
When Whirlwinds uſher'd in the ſulphurous Storms, 
G 2 
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When dreadful I hunders Earth and | Heav' n di ſhake, 
And God's high favor'd Servant fear and quake; 

All fail d to penetrate the carnal Heart, 

Or one Soul-humbling Sight of Sin impart : 


Ves; Nature, Art, and Erudition fails 


Alone can Grace omnipotent prevail. 


From baleful Scenes, and feeble Verſe, in vain 
I ſeek Relief from Sorrow, Grief, and Pain 
Created Objects may the Fancy move, 


But Pow'r Divine can, ſole, effectual prove; 


Alone can Sin-ſubduing Pow'r impart, 
And, by Afflictions, teach the human Heart. 


My Saviour's teachful Spirit I'd implore, 
Nor truſt my native Strength or Wiſdom more; 


Nor Arm of Fleſh, nor carnal Beauty prove 


The Object of my Faith, my Truſt, my Love. 


AN D Thou bleſt Man of Sorrows! whoſe dear Breaſt 
Wich Grief was once acquainted and oppreſt; | 
Who, when our ſinleſs Frailties thou diſt wear, 
And our Infirmities with Meekneſs bear, 
Tho” no inherent Stain, or conſcious Guilt, 
Produc'd the Pain thy facred Boſom felt, 
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Vet Thou with Patience bore the pond'rous Load, 
The Anger of a Sin-avenging God; x 
The bitter Cup thou did'ſt entirely drain, of 

And the full Weight of Wrath Divine ſuſtain. 


Ap wilt Thou lead me to Gethſemane ? 
There would I mourn and agonize with Thee. 
Full well that Garden Thy Diſciples knew, 
And thither with Thee they reſorted too; 
May I, too, know, and thither oft repair, 
And hold Communion with Thy Suff rings there: 
Then touch with trembling Hand the plaintive String 
And Sin and Sorrow undivided ſing! 


Hap I doe Gabriel's Harp, or Gabriel's Tongue, 
Like him I'd ſing with Notes ſublimely ſtrong I 
Yea, more expreſſive ſhould my Numbers be, 

Since I could fing, „ All this was borne for me.” 
Say, thou bleſt Spirit! who with ready Flight, 
Obey'd the Order of that dreadful Night; | 

“ Go! down to Cedron's gloomy Shore deſcend, 
© And there thine agonizing Lord attend? 
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« From my bright Throne ſufficient Strength convey; & 


His Soul ſupport my Purpoſe to obey.” . 
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46 THE HARP ON TRE WILLOW: 
Bleſt Seraph fay, what Paradiſe then felt; 
What Wonder what moſt ſtrange Amazement dwelt 
In all th' angelic Race, whoſe Legions ſtand, 
With Wings expanded, to conſole their God ; 
And wait the heav'nly Mandate to deſcend 

With haſty Flight, their ſuff ring Lord t' attend. 
But all thoſe ſhining Legions wait in vain : 
Strength, only juſt ſufficient to ſuſtain 

The Shafts of Vengeance on His Spirit ſpent, 
Was by one ſolitary Cherub ſeat. 


Ax was Thy Soul with ſore Amazement fill'd, 
While Angels with Aftoniſhment beheld? | 
Thy Sorrow, Grief, and Pain, exceeding great, 
Preſt from Thy facred Pores the ſanguine Sweat; 


And with ſtrong: Cries (while Grief-wrung Tears diſtil), 


Thou pray dſt ſubmiſſive to Thy Father's Will. 
Three Times, (my feeble Fellow-Worms give Ear! 
The Saviour pray'd, and pray'd the ſelf ſame Prayer. 
If ever Sin appear'd in native Hue, 

In its juſt Pourtrait drawn to human View, 
This Scene begun in fad Gethſemane, © 
And confummated on dread Calvary ;— 
This Scene! my Soul, the Picture true pourtrays z _ 
And moſt expreſſive Features full diſplays. | 


Or Sin hence foriti' we the true Eſtimate,” 
Cauſe of God's Wrath, and Obje& of His Hate ; 
See Wiſdom, Love, Merey and Truth appear, 
Juſtice and Holineſs, how dreadful here! - | 


And now, dear Saviour! let me follow Thee, 
From Cedron's baleful Banks to Calvary ; 
Each intervening Scene of Suff ring view, | 
And hear Thee ſay, © All this was done for you.” - 
Nor far remote may I Thy Footſteps trace, 
Nor ſhrink at Perſecution or Diſgrace 
Nor ſelf-ſufficient truft my native Pow'r, 
Leſt I deſert Thee in the trying Hour 


And do Thy Friends their Confidence remove, 
And ſhew how frail their Faith, their Zeal and Love ? 
Deſert their Lord when threat'ning Dangers near, 
And only One in thy Thy Defence appear? 

And he, alas! on native Strength rely d, 

And ſoon Thy Perſon, Name, and Cauſe deny'd. 
Nor that the baſeſt Act of Treachery 

But deep premeditated Perfidy, 

With all the Marks of Cruelty impreſt, 
Dwells in Iſcariot's vile, ungrateful Breaſt : 

Nor dormant long in the inſernal Cell 

Did the impious Reſolution dwell ; 
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F or ſoon the murd'rons Band was onward- led, | . 
With the baſe Traitor Judas at their Head. ' 

But murdrous Bands, and murd' rous Weapons, prove 

More merciful than vile Iſcariot's Love; 

Who, falſe beneath fair Friendlhip's ſpecious Veil, 

Could a malicious, murd'rous'Heart conceal ; 

With Signs of pureſt Love his Lord addreſt, 

While helliſh Rancor reign'd within his Breaſt. 

But ſtop, my Soul! and ſeriouſly reffect; 

Thy Zeal, and thy Sincerity ſuſpect ; 

Cenfure but ill becomes thy treach'rous Heart, 

Which oft has acted the vile Traitor's Part; 

Rather the complex Crime with Horror view 

Judas the much frequented Garden knew ; 

Oſt with the reſt did there his Lord attend, + 

With all the fair Profeſſions of a F riend : 

And when he did adorn the facred Feaſt, 

There Judas fat, a moſt diſtinguiſh'd Gueſt, 
More—he a Place of C onfidence enjoy'd, 

*And in 1mportant Service was employ'd. 


| Orr I've reſorted where my Lord reſorts, 
And trac'd his F ootſteps in his earthly Courts; 
The ſacred Emblems of his dying love, 
Oft have I ſeen, and often wiſh'd to prove fo 
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The js Hinged of the Myſt'ry divine, 

And to appropriate the Bleſſing mine. 

But O how tranſient the reviving Views ! 

How ſoon my Thoughts the ſweet Senſations loſe! 
How ſoon does Sin and Unbelief prevail, 

And violently my weak Faith aſſail. 

Soon does my treach'rous Breaſt thy Cauſe deſert, 
I fear I only act the Traitor's Part. 
Whence Lord can I true Confidence derive ? 
Whence my frail Faith ſuch Obſtacles ſurvive? 

O help me, Lord! to fix my Hopes on Thee, 
Thy ceaſeleſs Love, Thy Grace divinely free; 
On a well order d Coy'nant, firm and ſure, 

On F aithfulreſs which ever will endure : 

By pard'ning Blood my Conſcience purifi'd, 

Can ſing, < For me a Saviour liv'd and dy'd.” 


Bur let the Muſe reſume her mournful Lay, 
And to her Theme minute Attention pay. 
No ſooner did the falſe Diſciple mark 
The holy Victim with Deſign ſo dark, 
Than to the high Prieſt's Palace he was led, 
While His frail Friends forſook their Lord and fled. 
Can Tears eſcape the fympathetic Eye? 
Oh can the Heart believe and Cheek, be diy? 
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Ye who for tragic Scenes ſuch F ondneſs ſhew, 
With Tears this mournful Exhibition view. 


Does Barnwell's Cruelty excite your Hate ? 


Drop you a Tear o'er Roſamond's hard Fate? 

Or do ycp Cato's Fortitude admire, 

His Valour, and true patriotic Fire ? 

But ſhall che Muſe pollute her ſacred Strain, 

To find Compariſons ſo vile, ſo vain ? 

No human Story can with This compare; 

No human Strength ſuch Weight of woes could bear; 
The tragic Muſe ne'er ſtruck a Note ſo deep, 


Ne'er did ſuch ſanguine Tears her Vot'ries weep 


As this dread Scene demands; wherein we ſee | 
The greateſt Patience, Love, ahd Sanctity 
Bearing all Inſult, Pain, and vile Abuſe, 

That Earth could act, or helliſh Art infuſe : 

See his bleſt Perſon, Name, and Truth profan'd, 
And with the falſeſt Accuſations ſtain d. 


BenoLD the meek, the lowly Jeſus ſtand, 
Groſsly inſulted by the Roman Band. 
And more malicious Jews, in Council join'd,. 

In helliſn League againſt the Lord combin'd : + _ 
Beneath the Shew of ſacredotal „ 
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Anp now (for once), the diabolic Art 1 
Deſfective ſeems, and ſtraightened to impart 

Sufficient Inſtigation, Craſt, and Power: Iced 
Tho! this their dreadful, dark; permiſſive Hour, 
Here Satan's beſt: concerted Schemes are foil'd, 
And all his helliſh Machinations ſpoil d. - 
Ne'er was Infernal Cunning ſo miſled, 2 
While his own Weapons cruſh'd the Monſter's Head, 
But fee him till his ſpiteful Aims purſue, 
And his infernal Object keep in View ; » ', nt 
Juſtice itſelf a Witneſs falſe defames, Kt * 
While the * RO 40 . he n wx 


: 
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An, W Scribes | and 3 belotted Prieſt! 
Tis no Blaſphemer here which now thou-ſee'it;; 
But God's co-equal, co-eternal Son, 
By whom ſuch mighty Wonders have been n 
That Proofs ſelf evident would ſoon ariſe, 
Had not judicial Blindneſs ſeal'd your Eyes, 
Ye might have ſcen His Deity clear ſhown, - 
And His eternal Power and Godhead known; + - - 
But Pride, and Unbeljef, the Truth. aun. ; vals 
And wilful Obſtinacy n 51 


Now ſee what Malice, 155 oh 3 5 
Mean Artifice, and vile Hypocriſy, N &45in 8 ; 
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In the baſe Hearts of Prieſts and Elders dwelt, 
And mark d the Treatment the Redeemer felt. 
Such perfect Strangers they to Sympathy, 

Or common Feelings of Humanity, 5 27 


The Sinleſs to condemn did not ſuffice; 


So highly did their Rancor curſt ariſe, 
They treat th' Afflicted, Helpleſs, and Forlorn, - 
With all the Marks of Cruelty and . 


And now, behold ! the baleful Morn appears, 
Cloath'd with a gloomy Red, and bathed-in Tears! 
The Blood deep: mingling with the lurid Gloom, 
Foretells the awful, the tremendous Doom, 
Predeſtin d to befal the Source of Light, 
Extinguiſh'd ſoon in preternat'ural Night. 

Vet this did not alarm the harden'd Crew, 
Who ſtill their helliſh, dark Deſigns, purſue ; - 
The black Cabal, the horrid Plot reſume, 
Determin'd on the holy Saviour's Doom. 


Bur ſhall I for a While the Taſk forbear-?- / 


| I pauſe to drop the ſympathetic Tear. 


Nor now the Sadneſs of the Theme purſue, - 
But ſtrive to take a Soul- efreſhing View. 
Yes; 1 wat claim an nM reſt-in ow uy . 
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While in this Vale unnumber'd Foes ſurround. 
Hence find Support, and hence maintain my 1 
While Dangers thick the thorny Path beſ ett. 
The deep laid Snares my Thoughts too oſt forget: 
But Wiſdom, Courage, Strength, I hence derive, 
And hence declining Faith and Love revive. 


Over more my Theme demands my fecble Strain, 
Her Taſk th' unequal: Muſe attempts again. Fo 
As ſung-before, Night's Shades were now withdrawn, 
And ſlowly on approach'd the lurid Dawn ; 

With ſtrange unuſual Horror overpreſt, 2, 

She drags reluctant from the ſadd'ning Eaſt. 

Not now as when ſweet gladd'ning Smiles ſhe wears, 
And with enliv'ning Rays all Nature cheers ; 
Yet this will not their ruthleſs Rage abate,” 

Still they urge on the holy Victim's Fate. 


Now to the Roman Bar the Savior's led; 
Falſe Accuſations load His guiltleſs Head. 
H - acred Limbs with eruel Bonds ate p;eſt, 
And more than human Shackles load his Breaſt. 


And can my Song admit ſo foul a Strain, 
Or Language find ſufficient to explain, 
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While at a Gnat they ſtrain, they an huge Camel gorge, 


And pauſe awhile, to ſcan the human Heart? 
But in thy Warmth cenſorious Terms forbear, 


Is reſident in ev'ry human Breaſt; 


4's Much Worth the human Spirit dignifies, 


— — 


And ſulle, in deteſted Tema to tell, di: at ody 
What vile Deceit in Jewiſh Boſoms ell? 555. 
To outward Forms preciſe, ſqueamiſn they food, 5 
With hands intentionally bath'd in Blood. 
Not in the Blood to Public Juſtice duue 
Do they their wicked, murd' rous Hands imprue; 
But Blood to human Laws ne'er forfeited, 

Blood the moſt innocent that e er was ſhed, + +: 
More faint-like Shew not Earth; nor Hell could forge, * 


AnD muſt the Muſe once more her Theme deſert, 


Nor be thy Exclamations too ſevere ; f 
That vile Deceit their wicked Hearts poſſeſt, 


Each Page divine the awful Truth declares, 
And long Experience the fame Truth avers; 
The Heart's Deceit none fully e'er conceives, 
Nor any but the Heav'n- taught Soul believes: 
Each lively Mark of Rectitude eras'd, 

And far beneath the ſordid Brute debas'd. 


« ByT {top,” (the decent Moraliſt loud cries), 


A POEM: 


—— 


„What noble Pow'rs does every Soul poſſeſs, 
The nobleſt Marks of the divine Impreſs n b 
« Man the firſt Rank in the Creation claims, % 4 
Each nobleſt Principle his Breaſt inflames: * 
« With univerſal Love his Boſom glows, e 
« And Charity which no Reſtriction knows: 
ce That noble Tranſcript of the heav'nly Mind, 
<< Reaſon, is his, exalted and refin d. 
« Nor Virtue leſs her noble Pow'rs expands, 
In the pure Heart, true Lips, and uſeful Hands. 
- Nature at large full Excellence retains, 
And Beauty through the whole Creation reigns, 
«« By which the Deity i is fully known; 
« His Wiſdom, Pow'r, and Goodneſs clearly SLY 7 
« Thence may the Soul, unclog'd with Senſe, ariſe, 
« And hold familiar Converſe with the Skies; 
« Unerring Reaſon o'er each Aim preſide. 
« And ſtricteſt Virtue all the Actions guide. 
« Here's Dignity ! true Excellence is this: 
Hence preſent Peace, and hence our future Blike 
« Pure and unſpotted, many an human Breaſt, 
(No Guile pollutes, no guilty Fears moleſt); 
« Knows no Depravity you ſo explode, 
Or Deviation from the Ways of God; 
« Feels no direct Propenſity to Ill, 
Or Inability to do His Win: 


* . 
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„ And Vice committed oft will Habits bind; 
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ce Full Freedom in the Win, the Good to chooſe, © 
And equally the Evil to refuſe. /,- . |, | 
« I grant Example often warps the | Mind, 


« But this proves not what you ſo loud aſſert, 
« The vile Complexion of the human Heart; 
“ *Tis like white Paper fitted to imbibe, 

« What Lines the Agent chooſes to inſcribe.” 


Al As, deluded Mortal! is thy Mind 
So proud, preſumptuous, arrogant, and blind ? 
Not leſs thy Obſtinacy, to repel | 
The flagrant Proofs divine Records reveal; 
Blinded by Self-conceit, thy Self unknown, 
Pride won't permit thee one Effect to own : 
Nor couldſt thou wiſh a plainer Proof to find 
Than this, of thy deprav'd, degenerate Mind. 


Covuup I fo long digreſs, I'd clearly ſhew way 1 
Thy Impotence, and thy Pollution too, | 
From Scripture, Reaſon, and Experience prove, 
How Men the Good reject, and Evil love; 
And by th' infernal Powers Captives made, 
In Chains are, at the Will of Satan, led. | | 


Bur wouldſt thou with me to my Theme teturn. 
Wich me the controverted Subject mourn | 
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With 8 lots Inſtruction from on high; 

With me confeſs and mourn. our Pravityz _ 
With me in the dear Saviour' s fuff” rings view, * 
What dreadiul Penalty on Sin, was « due ; ] 

| Jehovah's Law in all its Glory 1 

Its vaſt Extent and ſpotleſs Purity: 

Then would'ſt thou the conteſted Point forego, 
And, willing, to the Saviour's Sceptre bow. 


Tris, bleſſed Lord 1 this Thy Prediction was, 
When thou waſt lifted on the dreadful Croſs, 
Then would'ſt Thou, by its fov'reign Virtue, draw 
All who their Want and Thy rich Fulocks faw, 
| coup I now do Tuſtice to my Theme, | 
And paint Thy Sorrows in their full Extreme; 
View Thee ſrom Scene to Scene of Suff ring led, 
While Thou didſt Tears of Pain and Pity ſhed! 
Lo! for Thy Murderers Fate Thy Bowels yearn % 
They for themſelves entirely unconcern' d: 

Their Pow'rs to Senſibility quite dead; 
Each gen rous Motion from their Boſoms fled ; 

The Cruelty which dwelt in Pilate's Breaſt, 

Was merciful to what their Hearts poſſeſt; 
„ Scourge him, and let him go,” the Rules cries, 


I i © 4 


While nought but Blood will their ſell T hirſt ſuffice, ' 
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Ab now invet'rate Enemies unite, | 
And join in C ruelty, Contempt, and Spite. 
Behold them, (all his kingly Pow'r defy d), 
Their Sov'reign with mock Majeſty deride ! 
Sceptre and Crown His Head and Hands adorn, 
Prepar'd by matchleſs Cruelty and Scorn; 
Vile in the Compoſition and the Uſe, 

Not form'd for Honor, but for mean Abuſe. 
Such Modes of Inſolence we'er ne'r devis'd, 
Nor ever Patience ſo much exereis d. 
Each Office held i in rageful Ridicule, 
Prophetic, Prieſtly, and majeſtic Rule, 


(My Muſe! the horrid Imprecation ſhare), | | [dear 15. 


« His Blood be on us, they exclaim, « and on our Children 


Can ſov'reign Grace the dread Wiſh ED 
And, as inverted, to their Souls impart? 
The Efficacy of that Blood to feel, 

The Guilt of which they awfully entail | bi 


Yes, Love divine on that important Day, 
Did ſuch fair Forms, ſuch lovely Beams diſplay ; 
Convincing Pow'r the ſacred Sounds attend, 
Hard Hearts diſſolve, and ſtubborn Sinews bend; 
With thoſe who lately cry d out cc Crucify,” ot 
* What ſhall we do?“ was then the i important Cry. 


Co NETS i 

Ax is my Lord with Scorn and Anguiſh crown'd, 
While Blood faſt guſhes from each painful Wound e 
With larger Flow his ſacred Temples 1 
When ſmitten with the hard, the cany Reed. . 
And now led forth, laden with Pain and Scorn, 
The pond'rous Croſs by His weak Body born, 7 
Nature beneath the weighty Preſſure bends, 
And a Cyrenian his Aſſiſtance lends: _ 4 
Nor was this Mercy i in His barb'rous Fo ber ME 
They fear'd the murd'rous Scene too ſoon would cloſe; _ 
They meant it not His Torture to aſſirage, 2 


But to extend their diabolic Rage. Y , 
O that Love, Wonder, Sorrow, could unite, | ll ; 
And fit Emotions i in my Breaſt excite, s - 


By Grace inform'd, by heav'nly Love 1 1 85 d, 
And in my Saviour s Cauſe divinely fir d 
But long the labouring Muſe has vainly 13 
With faltring Tongue to ſing this matchleſs Love: 
Time'is too ſhort, and mortal Pow'rs too frail, - 1 
Fit Notes to raiſe, and equal ſtrains to ſwell; 

While vaſt Eternity ſhall Hymns renew . 
Still will the ceaſeleſs Theme be ever neu! n 


. 
* 


Tuuz, we have lately with the Patriarch wad 
With ſolemn Step, advancing on the Road; 
11 


3 


* * 
— 
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F bh we - ſtrove to paint his a anxious = Mind, 
Which God's Command and Nature's Dictates bin; 
Wich Duties differing i in th' Extreme oppreſt, 
Long time the claſhing Dictates rend his Breaſt, 
Which feeble Reaſon fails to harmonize : 
At length we ſaw his Faith ſuperior riſe; 
5 Tho' ſtill the Man, and all the Father ſtill; | 
He yields with Defe'rence to the fov' reign Will. 
But the deep Scene Moriah's Mount pourtrays 
She ws little to what Calvary diſplays ; ; | 
Nor in the ſeaſt can equal Likeneſs bear, 
Its Diſproportion great, beyond Compare, _ 
Did Abraham combat Reaſon, Fleſh, and Senſe? 
With Nature tdb, the dreadful War commence? 
See the great Saviour of the World engage Th 
With Earth and Hell, —with all their Pow' r and d Rage. 
Nor Nature leſs with ſinleſs Weakneſs preſt G 
While fore Amazement ſeiz d His trembling Breaſt : 
Nought can compare with what His Spirit felt, 
From Wrath divine enflam'd by human Guilt ; © 
ec Awake, O Sword, (ſtern Juſtice thus expreſt), 
oc | And ſheath thee i in the Surety $ 1 Breaſt.” 


2 


Ir when the Muſe 84 8 Bion trac 0 
Her ſeeble Pow'rs the Subject far debas d; 


- , . 
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Here ſhe is 0 i to ber Theme 4 ' 3 Ps, 


She muſt each further Effort quite diſclaim: 15 7 Et 8 


1 * 
5 


—— 


Then let her from bat injur'd Theme delt, * 55 o 
Love, Grief, and Admiration!.: muſe the ned. 


nt" * 2 * 75 2 ih jc 


Axp muſt each Ethfat Follow' ' of the Lamb. ek 
Subſcribe'to Sorrow his inferior Name d 2 ed 4 . 
Muſt Tribulation mark his deſtin'd Road. rh a x . 
And muſt he tread the Path his ſuff ring Savior, ? 
Yes, O my Soul! tis the divine Decree, 7 * 1 8 oh HO Ng 
« Each Heir of Sin mult Heir of Suff ring be” Ms 2 "Rr 


* ie g . 11 1 2 , *. 
* 7 


Not Earth more pronely to her Centre tends; 1 "+ * 


k be 5 SY; ö 
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Not with more Certainty the Spark aſcends ;\. . / 1 * Fr a 
Not Streams with ſtronger Bias ſeek the Deep, 22 


* os. WP : 
As Man grows up to ſorrou, ſigh, and 7 . v4 * 
No Creature half ſo wretched and forlorn, 


As Man, in Sin conceiv d, of Woman Fehn, . e * 1 1 
c * . 3 „ Aa, 
+0 " >» - iy F< Gs a 4 7 * N c "Hs: | 1 a 5; * 5 


Welt! x a my Lot be S Grief and: Pain, "EY 5 5 
Far be it that I of my God complain, e 5 4 £ 
Or charge with Folly His' well order'd: Plan, 40 1 Ae FTA 38. 
Form'd for his Glory and the Good of Man; ; 1 . * * 
Diſpute his Diſpenſation, or arraign ' - 1 1 
His righteous Dealings, as unjuſt or vain |! ö 5 . 2790 —* "MN 


Meekly I'd rather mourn my abject State . 4 "8 | 
Than arrogantly claim a better Fe. 
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5 4% $ 225 Nor kd I charge my firſt Original, 
2 With all the ſad Diſaſters of the Fall; 
125 8 | Phaye the wretched Stock of Sin improv d, 
"The Ad condemn'd, but the Example lov'd. 
\ And ſhall my Heart retain the baneful I, 

* Confeſs, diſclaim, and yet indulge it ſtill ? 
And ſtill ſo baſe, ſo difingenuous prove, 
1 o pour Contempt upon my Saviour's Love? 
That baneful Ill indulge which caus'd his Smart; 

With Lip condemn, yet cheriſh | it in Heart? 

. os ; 0 Heav'n forbid, nor Earth a Witneſs be, 
on * "I 1 Deceit and vile ee 
| 2 Ax ate my 7 hight Afitions worth the Name, 
1 2 Dies 1 ſurvey my Saviour s Grief and Shame? 
2 "Can I the Memory of my Ills retain ? ? 
1; "ak Wen 1 reflect on His exceſſive Pain: 3 
I'S 55. But while, I my own due Proportion bear, 
| - bary 1 he Tokens of my Father 8 Love and Cate, 
. ; % oy, He will admit Affliction $ feeble Groan, 
TE Nor vill reject the feeble Sinner 8 Moan, 
Wulle the fell Cauſe the Subject too of Grief, 


"And more from Sin than Pain I ſeek. Relief. 
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Pen HAPS abs F ellow-Trav'ller on the-Road, 
Who long Afflictions N Path has trod, 
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May from condoling Sympathy bee fd, W F 
Some ſweet Relief to eaſe his anxious Mind; "I ' 1 


And with more Meeknels learn from hence to bel, 75 
What of the common Lot falls to his Share, on * 3 1 2 
And in the Furnace glorify ] His GO, hs. 2 1 . 
Whoſe Love and Skill appoints the chaſt'ning Rd 

Nor leſs may I, while thus my prefling Grief. hs. > 2 
From ſome rich Promiſe finds ſome kind Relief, 2 . 
Upon Thy ſtedfaſt Word of Promiſe reſt, 1 „ 
And think thy darkeſt e for the beſt, 188 

Bronx with frail PEW I firove'to 7 8 = Me 45 

The fatal Source whence all my Sorrows ſpring: 1 8 3 
And in my Saviour's Suff rings ſtroye to ſliew. 2 IN: „ 
What to thy Juſtice for each Sin was due: * th ade WW wt 
I now attempt to tell in mournful Tak, ©. 
What Sorrows thick-beſet this thorny Vale. 3 1 
And while thy Diſpenſations Wiſe I trace, 2 2 Wa 33 
Vouchſafe thy teaching and ſupporting Grace % 4 2 aw. > 
Let me in all thy Love thy Prudence ſes, > & * 
While Faith, and Patience, and 1 1 
In livelieſt Exerciſe, my Soul polleſs, . 15 "ml 92 1 2 * | 
And each repining, murmuring Thought 11 15 oof | . 1 
Led forth to ſee Thy Dealings Juſt and wiſe, 8 Pd 18 "4 OF. 2 4 
While from my wilul Choice my Woes ariſe. 1 8 | 
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Al bert I own my workal Origin, 
She in Iniquity, and born in Sin; 
Nor barely paſſive long z- quickly I rov'd 


+ Through baheful Paths, and my vile Nabe prov d. 


When Reaſon early dawn'd upon my Mind, 
a; 1 1. to my Peace and my true Int'reſt blind, 
No Beauty ſaw in the good Ways of God. 
But trod, with eager Steps, the downward Road. 
Not long eer Sin its dire Effects produc'd, 
At ſoon its peſtilential Pow'r defus'd ; 
Thick ofer-my Fleſh its fearful Influence ſpread?, | 
And on my tender Frame hard Preſſure laid. 
Fierce the grim Tyrant urg'd his vengeful Plea, 


: 5s 5 With dreadful Symptoms of Mortality, 


1 4 But on me was not then wreak'd all his Rage, 
*Reſery'd i in ſorer Conflicts to engage, 
Fot ſoon did Accident promote his Cauſe: 7 

The Wat ry Element $ Voracious Jaws ; 
A 1 ben d me in the deep, the dang'rous Wave, 
Not Helper nigh my fleeting Life to fave. 


| #7 
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1 4 * "4 Nor was this meant me to annihilate, 


" 3% Or put: a Period 1 my mortal State: 3 = * 


T * | fell into deep Water, 


Kind Providence, divinely great and good, 
A Pear d and rais d me from the baleful F lood 
„ 


x: VEE nd? bots T had the Small Pax when very young, 


» | 
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Bur few fad Wiaters more paſs'd oer my Head, 
E'er my fond Mother a pale Corps was laid ; 
Ah in my heedlefs, almoſt helpleſs Age, 
She fell a Prey to the pale Tyrant's Rage | 
| Bereft of my Iuſtructreſs and my Guide, 
With Dangers thick beſet on ev'ry fide ; 2805 
Launch'd in the dang'rous World, no Pilot near, 
No Friend to give Direction how to ſteer 
But while in Tempeſts toſsd from Wave to Wave, 
Unerring Wiſdom ſtrict Attention gave; 
Each heedleſs, each prepoſt'rous Effort guides, 
And o'er each inadvertent Plan * 


No oy more remote Gate Sin deſtruftive OY 
Kind Providence ſoon fix d my calm Abode “; 
Beneath fair Piety's kind Influence, 

My Savior fix'd my. hopeful Reſidence ; 
Where Grace diffus'd its Influence all around. 
And ſweet Salvation ſpread her joyful Sound. 
Nor long e er theſe bleſs'd Means ſucceſsful prov'd, 
My Thoughts engag'd, my Prejudice remov'd ; 
Convincing Proofs preſt on my mental Sight, 
And thro' my Boſom ſpread diffuſive Light. . 

PE 9” Taken into a "= Foun us Pally. * 
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Now long d my Soul to find her Reſt in God, | 
And tread the peaceful Path His People trod 


She long d, in His unchanging Love, to find, 


Sure Anchor for the wav'ring reſtleſs Mind. 
But ſoon alas! my Love wax d cold and dead, 
And from my Boſom the warm Paſſion fled; 
Unfaithful to the Light I had receiv'd, 

Unmov'd by all the Truths I had believ'd ; 
Ah, ſoon, alas! did my ungrateful. Heart, 
In vile Revolt my*Saviour's/Cauſe deſert; | 
Lightly eſteem the Rock of her Defence, 


And back return, a willing Slave to Senſe. 


Unmov'd by Love, and unalarm'd by Fears, 
Through a long Series of revolving Years, 
Allegiance to my Sov'reign I deny'd, 

His Love rejected, and His Pow'r defi'd ; 
With hoſtile Arm oppos'd His rightful Sway, 
And pour'd Contempt on His Authority. 


Au did my Saviour's Love with mine abate, 


And leave me in this odious, wretched State? 
No; ſtill divine Compaſſions mark d my Road, 
Each wayward, each rebellious Step I trod; 


And, while trom-Scene to Scene my Soul was toſt, 
In very Love oft my live Puzpoſe croſt; 
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Till, mov'd by kind and gentle Chaſtiſernents, 5 
At length my hard, my ſtubbori Heart relent z 
I liſten'd to Compaſſion's ſofteſt Voice, 
And at the laſt reſumi'd my former Choice. 
But can my Lord with open Arms receive, 
A Wretch ſo vile and bid the Traitor live? 
Muſt not His Laghtnings blaſt my trembling Soul, fr 
And o'er my Head his thund' xing Tertors roll? 
Muſt not fell Vengeance light upon y Head? - 
No; Love unchanging! Stronger Love than Dea! 
High as the Heav'ns ; broad as the ſpacious Earth; 
Deep as Sin's Depths, amd Love that will endure 
When both the Heav'n and Earth ſhall be no more! 
This matchleſs Love can mighty Wonders do; 
Can wound and heal, reclaim and pardon too, 
With ſweet Compunction draw the willing Mind, 
The Balm apply, nor leave a Sting behind. 


Bur O my God! forbid I ſhould become, 
Self- confident, or on thy Thy Love preſume, 
While deſtitute of Love ſupreme to Thee, 

Nor from the reigning Pow'r of Sin ſet free! 
O grant that Faith which puriſies the Heart.. 
And doth a Sin- ſubduing Pow'r impart :: 
Which overcomes the World, and werks by Love, * 
And FERN Pow'r to holy-ARion'movez3» oi 4» 
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Informs the Soul that eviry Sin's forgiven, 
And fixes all her Love, and Joy, in Heav'n! 


Bur to return, the tragic Scenes I'd trace, 
And of Affliction mark the ſad Proceſs ; / 
Altho' my God in tend'reſt Terms convey'd, 
A Gleam of Hope, and thro' my Boſom ſhed 
That Love which had my wand'ring Feet recall'd, | 


And Faith foreſaw my future Steps upheld : 
And tho my Lord did Juſtice ſatisfy, 


And pay for Sin the dreadful Penalty; 


_ Yet ftill 'tis needful my vile, treach'rous Heart, 


Should in Affliction bear a painful Part. 
So cloſe attach'd to Earth, to Fleſh, and Senſe, 
Nought but Affſictions Rod can drive me thence : 


Nought elſe imbitter, purge, and mortify, 


The baneful Cauſe of allmy Miſeryͤ— 
Nought ſeems ſo well adapted to remove 
My Heart from Earth, and raiſe it up abeve. 


Nor only Perſonal, but Relative 


Afflictions from my God I did receive. 
The tender Partner of my Grief and Care, 


Deſtin d Afflictions grievous Rod to bear; 


Oft as her valu d Life precarious ſtood, 


Precarious hung my All of earthly Good; 
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But her my God to me did ſtill reſtore, * 

Still adding to His many Mercies, more. 
My num' rous Offspring too oft ſhar d the Fate, 
Which all the ſin- born Sons of Men await; . 
While mong my Race the reſtleſs Tyrant ſteers, 
His Rage he wreak'd on One of helpleſs. Years * ; 
With weak infantile Pow'rs his Force engag d, 
Nor ought but Conqueſt his fell Thirſt aſſwag d. | 
Tho' mean the Mark, Jong did the Struggle laſt, 
Days, Weeks, and Months, in fad Succeſſion paſt 3 
Full eighteen Times the ſilver Orb of Night 
Exchang'd her waxing and her waning Light, 

While the relentleſs Pow'r of fell Diſeaſe uid 

Upon his weak, his tender Vitals preys, 7 - 

The ſtricteſt Obſeryation mark d each Stage, 

And cloſely trac'd the Tyrant's reſtleſs Rage; 

While at the Cloſe of each revolying Day, 

With quiv'ring Lips he ſaid, or (ſeem'd to ſay), 

My Spirit waits to aft her rapt'rous Flight, 
To Realms of Bliſs and everlaſting Light; 00 ti 
ſe Whilſt thou, fond Parent ! muſt with Grief convene: 

*« My mortal Frame unto my Parent-Clay,” " 
Thus painful Expectations rend our Peace, Py 
Our Hopes decline, our growing Fears increaſe, | ,, 
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An Infant of betwixt two and e „ a De- 
cline of more than eighteen months. 
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But not the painful Expectatibns — 
Nor all attentive Obfrrvations paid, 
Could break th Shock, or Nitufe's Hits abel, 
When he to cruel Death a Vidtnſel ** 


8 


Nox this deep Scene eee Song, 
But growing Griefs the ſadd' ning Notes ee 
Diſeaſe invettate“ my frail Frame invades, - 

And veils mv brighteſt Views with" black'ning: Shades, | 
With ſecret, ſubtle Influ'ence undermine: | 
My Eaſe, my Health; each Cornfort now” declines! 2 
Nought could divert the Tyrant's fd Intent; 1 
From ev'ry earthly Solace I was rent. 

Torn from that Breaſt'which I tos fondly prize, 
That Breaſt too much the Centre of my Joys; 
While my dear Infants' artleſs Moans impreſt, 
With painful Feelings grieve my anxious Breaſt. 

O couip I fay, “Not that my greateſt Grief; 

« Nor of my many Sorrows theſe the chief; 
c The ſad Privation of Conne xions dear, f 
« Natural and civil, NCI Serves. 
« But this Privation chiefly I'would' mourn,— 
« From Bonds of Goſpel Union I was torn : 

* Suppoſed to be incurable. 
+ Carried into an Hoſpital. 
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2 E 9 
« O moſt flip, 0 moſt ha Remove, * 
riding of redeeming Love!” 
Not only torn from all char's near and dear, GT 
But fir d where the gnaſt daleful Scenes appear: 
To Death's diſtreſsful Chambers was convey'd, 
Where Horror all her diſmal Forms diſplay d. 
Here mangled Limbs, there maciated Frames ; 
There a malignant, Fever's Heat inflames. 
There Ravings bear of a delirious Brain; 
Here ſee the Stone's excruciating Pain; 
Corroding Cancers faſt the Vitals gnaw 5; 
And Gouts diſtorting Pains the Muſcles draw ; 
See th amputating Knifes acuteſt Smart; 
The Dropſies clog the palpitating Heart; 
Mortifications reſtleſs Rancor ſpread ; 
And Peſtilence uplift her baneful-Head : 
Diſeaſes rage with all their Pow'r malign, 
Till the pale Tyrant ſhuts the dreadful Scene. 


Haeey if Death the doleful Scene did FS 
And Pain exchange for Peace and calm Repoſe | 
But O my Soul ſtill ſhudders to renew, 
The dread Reſearch, and the dark Jens review. 
If &er Death moſt his ghaſtly Forms diſplay d. 
Or e er his Terrors moſt my Soul diſmay d, 
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Twas in thoſe dreary Manſions, where I ſaw, 
With undiverted Aim, the Tyrant draw 


| © His vengeful Shaft, tül, terrible to tell! 


Beneath 1 its Geng” Stroke the Victims fell. 


Anv date che Muſe decide che fad Proceſs? 
That Spirit's awful Deſtination gueſs, 
To God and to His Holy Ways eſtrang'd? 
Time ſhort, Means abſent, mental Pow'rs derang d; 
All crow'd as dreadful Omens, and ported, 
A rege ſad, a deſtructive End. : 
Bur ſhall the Veiſe "RA the-Hand divine, 
And dull Complaint fill ev'ry joyleſs Line ? ; 
From Senſe my Muſe ynclog the grov ling Wing ; 
Deliv'ring Love, and ſparing Pity ſing. | 
While rueful Scenes ſurrounded my Abode, 
The kind Attention of a gracious G 
Preſerv'd me, did all helpful Means afford, 
And ſoon domeſtic Happineſs reſtor'd : 
Tho Cure deny'd, yet His kind Hand reſkeains | 
Afflictions 21 and * * my Pains, 


Bor O how tranſient all terreſtial Joys! 
How vain the * our anxious Pow'rs er P 


The pleaſing Proſpe& my fond Heart reviews, 
To earthly Bliſs my ſondeſt Claim renews ; 
But ſoon, alas! the airy Phantom flies, 
A Veil is drawn o'er all my bright'ning Joys; 
Soon all the bliſsful Proſpect diſappears, 

And Sickneſs dire * her meagre Head uprears 7 
That Breaſt which late beat high with new-born Joys 
Exceſſive Palpitation now employs ; 

Thoſe mental Pow'rs late with new Vigor crown'd 

Are now in Weakneſs and Diſorder found : 

How chang'd thoſe Views which did my Friends conſole 
In Views of Death they now my State condole. 

But while my frail, my feeble Life ſuſpends | 

In doubtful Poiſe, my God ſuperintends 

The ſtruggling Strife twixt Nature and Diſeaſe, 

And Love divine deliv'ring Paw'r diſplays. 

Long was my weak and almoſt nerveleſs Frame 

Scarce able to maintain Life's quiv'ring Flame; 

Yet God did Health in His own Time reſtore, 

Adding, to Bleſſings numberleſs; One more. 

But ſcarce had Nature quite ſuperior roſe; - 

Ere new Afffictions did dread Scenes diſcloſe': $ 
Claimant-Connexions, + rous'd by my Diſtreſs, 
Found too well-groynded Fears their Minds oppreſs. 


. Seiz'd with a violent Fever in a few Days after returning from 


the Hoſpital. | 5 Creditors. 


74 THE HARP ON THE WILLOW: 


14 What direful Views now preſt my trembling Eyes! 
3 4 . | Succeſſive Scenes in frightful Forms ariſe, 

| Le Diſgrace, and Poverty, and threat ning Laws, 

| A num'rous Offspring, and my Saviour's Cauſe, 
All crowd in fad Succeſſion my Sight, 

While my frail Frame could ſcarce ſuſtain the Weight.— 
But here my God's deliv ring Love appears, 
And proves His Mercies greater than my Fears. 


AnD till this Mercy in abundance flows, 
Still ev'ry needful Good my God beſtows : 
| Tho! yet beneath Afflictions Rod I groan, 
1 Yer fill is His ſupporting 3 


0 couLD I hence my Sonſhip certain prove; 
My Int' reſt ſee in His paternal Love; 
See all things work together for my good, 
If led the pleaſing, or the painful Road! 


Now muſt the Muſe with — Cadence cloſe, 
And ſable Scenes il on her Views impoſe ? 
; Can no reviving Gleam of Love divine 
The Glooms diſperſe, and o'er the Poem ſhine ? 
Can no ſweet Declarations of this Love, 
My king Tongue to cheerful Accents move? 


3 
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Tho' long Thy bondag'd Tribes were ſore oppreſt; © | 
Yet didſt Thou bring them to Thy promis'd Reſt. 
Tho' long the Babyloniſh Yoke was born; 
Yet unto Zion they with Joy return. 

And later Saints moſt juſtly have defin'd;._ 
Afffiction, (while to its mild Yoke tefign'd;) 

In Date a Moment, and in Preſſure light, 
Compar'd with Glory's more exceeding Weight: | 
Yea more, the Matter of their Triumph 'twas ; 
Gloried they have, in Trouble, and the Croſs; .. 
And trac'd in juſt Gradation the bleſt Scope; 
Patience, Experience; and Experience Hope, 
And Hope that will not make aſham'd; but prove 
Its ſure Foundation in the Savior s Love; 

Which Love will an undaunted Pow'r impart, 
When ſhed abroad in the Believers Heart. 


Taus have Thy Saints with Faith and Patience trod 
Afflictions Path, and triumph'd in the Road; 
In each afflitive, each diſtreſſing Hour 
Have found deliv'ring Love, or ſtrength ning Pow'r. 

SHALL [I with ceaſcleſs Moan then wail my Fate? 
In ſullen Sadneſs fink beneath its Weight? | 
Shall Fear, Diſtruſt, or Carnal Reaſoning prove 
Me deſtitute of F aith, and Hope, and Love? 
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176 THE HARP ON THE WILLOW: 
Lon l. of Thy Love tranſmit a frequent Ray, 
And to my Soul Thy cheering Grace difplay ! ___ 
With Faith and Patience may I bear thy Rod, 
And ſeek my Conſolations in my Gd; 
Feel Thy ſupporting Pow'r, and hear Thee ſay, 
« Thy Strength ſhall be proportion'd to thy Day * 


Axp ſhould the Muſe again her Flight renew, 
May more delightful Scenes engage her View ! 
If Verſe again her feeble Pow'rs employ, 
Be Love divine her Theme, and matchleſs Joy: | 
Unclog'd from Earth, may ſhe expand her Wing, 
And ſov'reign Grace and boundleſs Mercy fing | 


A 
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AND FOR THE GOODWILL OF HIM THAT DWELT IN THE BUSH, | 
> DUET, Xxxlii, 16. 
LET BROTHERLY' LOVE CONTINUE, HEB. xiii. 1. . 


BENEVOLENCE : 


FROM threatning Death, and Scenes of darkeſt Hues, 
The Muſe revives, and brighter Proſpects views: 

The Harp, erſt hanging tuneleſs in the Vale, 

Where Willows weep and prompt the plaintive Tale, 
And Streams, in mournful Murmurs as they flow, 
Confirm the ſadd ning Scene of Grief and Woe : 
The Harp I'd now refume ; and ſtrike a Note 
Expreſſive of the Wonders Love hath wrought! 
From the bleſt Source of all that's kind and good, 
Have my Supports and my Deliv'rance flow'd , : 
While the bleſt Inſtruments * are led to prove 
The ſweet Influence of celeſtial Love | 
Thus would J ſing, preſt with a grateful Senſe. 
Of human and divine Benevolence. 


* I beg my wordly Benefactors, into whah Hands this Piece 


fall, will accept it as a public and grateful Acknowledgement 
the favours I have received from their bountiful Hands, 


= 


to BENEVLOLEN CE 
BruxvolEucE I thou Heav'n-deſcending Gueſt, 

O come; dilate, expand, inſpire my Breaſt. 

With thy pure Sentiments my Soul inflame, 

Be my Dictatrix, and my copious Theme; 

By thee enlarg'd from this World's narrow Nook, 

Full o'er thy vaſt extenſive Scenes to look 

Led forth by thee yond Life's contracted Shore, 

Thoſe Proſpects I would ken no mortal Eyes explore. 

Nor can Creation thine Extraction trace, 

Uncircumſcrib'd thou art by Time or Space: 

By groſs material Subſtznce unconfin'd, 

Abiding pure in the eternal Mind. 

Thine Emanations may each Pow'r imbibe ! 

Each Motion to thy gen'rous Rules ſubſcribe : 

While thy free Spirit all my Soul bedews ; 

And through my Breaſt thy genial Warmth diffuſe ! 


Ir Ovght of Excellence, in Heav*n or Earth, 

Exiſt, tis thou that gav'ſt its ample Birth. 

If Ought can real Happineſs diſpenſe, 

It flows from thy grand Fount, BxwxvoIENcE * 

What an unbounded Source, extenſive F eld - 

Of Excellence doth thy grand Subject yield 
Yet till the ruſtic Muſe, with conſcious Pain, 

: Feels how inadequate her nobleſt Strain 


g 
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How weak her ſtrongeſt Efforts to diſplay, 75 
With equal Warmth; and equal Energy, ＋ 
Thy Beauty and thy Excellence proclaim, | to | 
Or fully to declare thy Worth and Fame! 


Nox would the Muſe: employ her feeble Breath; 5 
Of vain Applauſe to twine the ſordid Wreath 
Nor, eringing, drop on ſycophantic Knee; 

Nor ſtuff the Page with fulſome F lattery; 

Nor to Conceit indulge the Cynic Sneer; 

Nor o'er inſulted Merit domineer. 

Nor would repine-that Nature has denied 

Satyric Talents, or ſatyric Pride; 

Rather rejoice ſhe fix'd my humble Sphere, 

Remote from Erudition's pompous Glare ; 

Where ruſtic Manners and where rural Scenes 

Have form'd my Genius and inſpire my Strains : 
Impel'd by Solitude's attractive Pow'r, 

There oft to ſpend the penſive, pleaſing Hour; 
In the deep Dale emboſom'd in che Shade, | 
Where, while my Eyes the ſolemn Scenes pervade, 
The melancholy Strains I oft indulge, | 
And to the filent Shades my Griefs divulge. 


Om, when the Eminence excites my Lays, 
And brighter Scenes unto my View conveys; 
| M 
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While Nature's pleaſing Charms are wide diſplay d, 
There in rude Notes I touch the ruſtic Reed; 
There oft my troubled Breaſt has found Relief, 
And felt a pleaſing Reſpite from my Grief : 
Have been compel'd to raiſe the cheerful Strain, a 
And for a while forgot my Grief and Pain. 
f | i 

Bur, whether Hill, or Dale, or darkſome Grove, 
The Scene compoſe, and tuneful Pow'rs improve; ; 
Or purling Rill, or Rivers larger Flow ; 
The lofty Villa, or the Cottage low ; 
Or verdant Meads adorn'd with fragrant Flowers ; 
The ruſſet Heath, or the ſweet ſylvan Bow'rs ; 
Or waving Fields thick- ſet with rip'ning Corn; 
Or where the ruſtic Hands the Fields have ſhorn ; 
Or the glad Eye the riſing Morn behold, 
'The ſpangl d Dew, and Clouds of fleecy Gold; 
Or ſultry Noon invite the Woodland Side; 
Or Mountain-Summit range at Even- Tide 
Which e'er of theſe the pleaſing Roam prolong, 
Attune the Soul and elevate the Song, 
A ſecret Pleaſure o'er the Boſom ſteals, 
And all my Soul a ſweet Senſation feels; 
The Power exalted, the enliven'd Senſe 
Declare the Gifts of pure BeNEvOLENCE! 
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Calm Peace and Order all the Soul compoſe, Wo 
Till heav'nly Rapture thro' the Boſom flows; UTE . 
Enchantments ſweet thro? all her Pow'rs aiffuſe, | 
And gently fall the pure, poetic Dews ; 

Fancy her all-creative Art diſplays, 

Her juſteſt, brighteſt Images conveys ; 

While Nature ſpreads her gay attractive Charms, 

And glowing Paſfion all the Boſom warms; 

Fifion at a becoming Diſtance ſtands, 

And waits Diſcretion's moderate Commands: 

Reafon and Judgment lawleſs Flights reſtrain, 

And bright Devotion cloſes the delightful Train. 


Say, ye ſuperior Bards, who more have felt 
While in your Breaſt the pleaſing Anguiſh dwelt ; 
| Whoſe nobler Pow'rs and more exalted Strains 
Proved ſcarcely full to tell your pleaſing Pains, 
Of the ſweet Burden your preſt Boſom bore 
Much could you tell ; but oh you felt far more | 
The ſweet Senſation and the rapturous Glow 
Ye long'd for each congenial Breaft to know; 
Each intellectual Power to feel the ſame, 1 0 
And ſpread the bright, the ſtrong, the poetic Flame; i 
Wiſh'd each glad Heart to graſp the Full Extent, | 
And breathe around the joyous Sentiment, 

M 2 


- 


34 BENEVOLENCE: 


— — 


N ox does Poetic Pow'r alone diſpenſe 


The genuine Spirit of BENEVOLENCE ; ; 


; F air Friendſhip lays her rightful Claim, and f proves 
| W hat generous Paſſion in the Boſom moves. 
The pureſt Aim each various Motion ſways; ; 


Nor ſordid Intereſt, nor airy Praiſe, 

Impels the lively Action, Word, or Thought, 

Where genuine FRIENDSHIP in the Soul is wrought : : 
Witneſs the anxious Look, the Sigh ſincere, 

Expreſſion kind and ſympathetic Tear, 
Which marks the Conduct of the feeling Mind; * 
Nor leſs in Action than Expreſſion kind. 

And if rich Afiuence ſhed her Favors round, 

And bounteous Heav'n hath the Friend's Wiſhes crown'd, 


He ſces the Gifts by Providence beftow d 


As ſent but to promote t the general Good 

To be returned 1 in Acts of Kindneſs ſhown, 

And makes the Poor's Diſtreſſes all his own. 

Nor waits an Application for Relief: 

The Tents of modeſt Want and ſilent Grief 

He ſeeks, with deep Concern, and anxiqus Cares, 
And with kind Hand the Heay'n-lent Portion bears ; 
And for Relief ſo great, ſo timely giv'n, | 


Directs their Thanks to all indulgent Heav'n, 
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Non with the Rich alone the friendly Breaſt: | 
There are who entertain the ſacred Gueſt 
Whoſe Boſoms with kind Sympathy are fraught, Tx | 
And who, by Woes and fad Experience __; | | 
Are able to adviſe, . direct, relieve, | Y 
And to the Mind Support and Comfort give: 
Their mental Treaſures freely they diſpenſe, 
In Friendſhip pure, and true Benevolence. 


Nox can benign Benevolence exclude 
Her favorite Ally, fair GrariTupe! . 
Nor the Alliance dormant, cold, or dead. 
But in her ſocial Train ſhe's always led : 
Ne'er does ſhe in the human Breaſt preſide, 
But Gratirude fits ſmiling by her Side. 


Ir e'er the Muſe Propriety could boaſt 
In Choice of Subjects that concerns her moſt, - 
*Tis when fair Gratitude inſpires the Lay, 
And calls each cheerful Power to obey. 
But how inadequate my feeble Strain, 
To fing the joyful Grief and pleaſing Pain 
Which the full-burden'd, grateful Boſoms feel = 
Tis more than my frail, falt'ring Tongue can tell. | 
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Bur ſhould the callous Churl with Wonder aſk, 
« Why ſuch a painful, ſuch a pleaſing Taſk ? 
A Paradox ſo dark I can't explain; 
A Contradiction ſo abſurd and vain ;” 
Know, wretched Mortal! the moſt painful Part 
Is greater Bliſs than eier poſſeſt thy Heart; 
Nor can the arduous Taſk on thee devolve, 
Nor able thou the Paradox to folve. | 
But, aſk the Breaſt where Sympathy reſides, 
Where Senſibility each Motion guides ;— 
Thence learn, as far as Language can RY 
What pure, diſintereſted Boſoms feel: 

A Pleaſure greater far than Int'reſt forms, 
Flows in the Soul, and all the Spirit warms;— 
Thence learn what Motives ſway the gen'rous Mind, 
Which feels unmeaſur'd Obligations bind : 
Learn the pure Principles from whence they flow, 
Their Influence feel, their Efficacy know ; 
A more than philo@phic Fitneſs ſee 
Divine, harmonious Suitability. ' 


Tris, and much more, contributes to her Joys; 
While the glad Soul her grateful Pow'rs employs, 
Not like to this the Worldling's ſordid Gueſt, 
When, to his uſeleſs Heap of glitt'ring Duſt, 


A POEM 


The Curſe of Increaſe to his Wiſh 'is giv'n; 
The only Bliſs he knows in Earth or Hen. 


« Tf this the Bliſs the grateful Soul enjoys, 
«« Then from what Cauſe can painful Feelings riſe?“ 


Tu Griefs that in the grateful Breaſt reſide, 
Do not proceed from Drfeontent or Pride 
Envy or Independanee form no Part 
Of Pain, that dwells within the thankful Heart: 
It mourns not, Providene e has wiſely ſet 
His Sphere dependant on the Good and Great ; 
His Exigence demanding kind Relief, 
Excites his Gratitude, but not his Grief. 
But hence Pain riſes in the grateful Mind; 
Vaſt, unrequitted Obligations bind; 
It wails Ingratitude, and grie ves to ſee 
His Merit fmall, and great Debility. 
His too contracted Views increaſe his th, 
He under Weight of vaſt Indulgence groans ; 
And pants to ſtretch each*Pow'r, each Senſe enlarge, 
The Nes immun unbounded to diſcharge. 


Buy while confin'd to frail, to feeble Man, 
| ſcarcely reach the Confines of my Plan; 
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A Thouſand naiver dle debaſe. 
His pureſt Plans, his nobleſt Acts deface ; 

A Thouſand Frailties thwart his beſt Deſign ; 
His moſt extended View too much confine. 
As the ſcant F oliage of the creeping Thorn, 
Prone in Poſition, abject and forlorn ; | 
With Danger pluck'd, unpluck'd no Gain it yields, 
The Nuiſance of the Gardens, Groves, and Fields; 
Compard with yon fair Tree, whoſe Leaf and Bloom 
Delights the Eye, and gives the Vale Perfume ; 
The Summer Suns the thick-ſet Fruit diſcloſe, 

And mellowing Autumn loads the bending Boughs : | 
Such, and much greater, is the Difference 
'Twixt Human and Divine Benevolence: 

The Fount divine, exhauſtleſs, unimpair'd, 
Ages have Seraphs ſung, and Seraphs ſhar'd; 
Yer ſtill the Stream with copious Fullneſs flows, 
Knows no Decreaſe, no Termination knows 


Ir cer the Muſe may boaſt her of her Theme, 
And meaner Subjects with Contempt Achim 5 
Sure when divine Benevolence inſpires 
The Song, and the enraptur d Boſom fires, 

Then muſt each animated Pow'r diſplaßx 
Her ſtrongeſt Efforts and her livelieſt Lay. 
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The Song is hot | to Heay” nly Choirs confined 5 
To Earth's Probationers a Part's afſign'd: 
While they the Triumphs of their Conquetts ing 
And Palms of Vietory to. their Leader aa ng. 
And tho! the Scene of Action il remains, | 
And oft the Enemy Advantage gains, 
Yet by the Pow'r and Promiſe of our King, 
We keep the Field, and certain, Vic ry ry ſing. 
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Bur here — Mut unwarily hath ſtray d, 
Ard from her Subject Deviation made; 3 
Scarce ſhe reſtrains her wild, ungovern d F light, 
So ſtrong to err, ſo weak to ſoar aright : Ras 
Unerring Wiſdom ! guide her vagrant Wing, 
Teach her with proper Reverence to ſing 
The Source which doth each real Good diſpenſe, 
Unchanging, unconfin'd BENEVOLENCE. 


Bur the great Slee. pow je oboe Theme, 
Demands a bolder Muſe, a brighter Flame; 
While wild Ideas ſuperficial flost, F ot arm 
Where ſhall I fix my frail, my freble Note? N 
I would not ſtriye to graſp beyond my Reach: 
Nor my contracted Pow'rs unduely ſtretch z 10 has 
Nor wiſh to ken with a Miltonic Ele, | 
And into angerandans.Secrees pry 3 
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Enough to walk where Revel: ton M = 2 20 
Forbids the inquiring Pugrim ;: fude to err; (97'S © £71 
Enough to ſing whence Nature at ae. N 


And all her glowing Beauties to diſelble. eee 
Order, Utility, Magnificente, 10 530 wh ZI X> 
Aloud proclaim divine Benevolence! . A A 


Behold, obſequious to her Mafdate, riſe ap 
The fpacious Earth, and the more ſpacious Skies 
She mark 'd the Climes from Pole to diſtant Pole, 
Bid vaſt Orbs revolve, and changing Stiſons roll: 


Did through the Concrete fertile Pow'rs-diffuſe, e D048 
Whence Nature teems, and paints her vattous' Hats; * 

And powr's of Inſtinct more predominant, | nden ON 
From the rl RG — G Are | 


Bur lo ! Creation's Lord erect appears, 77900 30 ) 
And his Creator's glorious Likeneſs beats; an 
With lifted Eye he views the lofty Skies, 

As deftin'd to his Origin to riſe; Ar 3855 os 

Nor prone his Pow'rs, but pure Intelligence + © E ta! 
Informs his Soul with true nee S l l r 
His Spirit free, unbiaſs d, unconfin'd, | aft 21541 oy 
And every perfect Grace adofns his Mind: Ted . 
More than blind Tnftin&forms his bade Evie un 19/4 
Directed by unſully'd” Na Voice; 1 | a i hw 2011 
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| Benevolence then in che eee 1 
Its pureſt Dictates all his Soul obey ; - - | 
Unmixt his Joys with Grief, Remorſe, or one 
While pure Affection fann'd the hallow'd Flame. 


Tu Muſe was wont to ſing of Fields and Groves, 
Of flow'ry Meads, of Shepherds, Flocks and Loves, 
Of cryſtal Streams, and of green fragrant Bow'rs ; 
Where Nymphs and Swains have ſpent their bliſsful Hours; 
Their fleecy Charge ſecure from ev ry Harm, 
And ſmiling Nature boaſting every Charm 7 
Each Object ſtrives the Scene to beautiſy, 
And paint true paſtoral Felicity. 
Fain would I now improve the pleaſing Strains, 
Transferring them to Eden's bliſsful Plains. 


Ix Health and Eaſe, pure Love and chaſte Deſire, 
Can charm the Soul, and true Delight r 
In Eden's bliſsful Bow'rs the happy Pair, 5 
Did the full Import of theſe Bleſſings "A 2 
Where Love met Love without Deceit or Guile, 
Nor one vile Thought could hark beneath the Smile 
Each Breaſt glow'd with unmix'd Benevolence, 
And knew the peaceſul Sweets of Innocence. 
Their conſcious Pow'rs were Happineſs and Love, 
Nor ought hear Conſeience e er eu diſapproyce,. 
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No intervening Ills. their Peace deſtroy, 

Nor one ſad Scene did e*er their Bliſs annoy. : 
Their Converſe, free from-Sadneſs, Fears, or Cares, 10 
Their God approves, and intimately ſhares, 


Tuvs were they with true Happineſs poſſeſt, 
Till Sin invaded all the peaceful Breaſt ; 
And, woeful Change, beyond Deſcription ſad | 
Defac'd Creation late ſo glorious made. 
All Nature now a dreadful Curſe ſuſtains, 
Nor longer 9 Peace 7 Order reigns. 


Bur does the dreadful Curſe with Rigour fall, 
And for immediate Execution call ? 
No; ; ſov'reign Grace and Mercy interferes, 
And rich, divine Benevolence appears 
With Love unaſk'd, with Mercy unimplor'd, 
The Maker's Son the fatal Loſs reſtor'd ; 
The. Execution i is deferr'd to prove 
Man' 8 Duty and his fov'reign Father's Love. 
His Wiſdom, Juſtice, Pow'r and Truth diſplays, | 
Each its own Glories, and demands our Praiſe. 
Tho' ſill the fad Effect of Sin remains, | 

And Nature {till the awful Curſe retains z | 
| Yet even now an Excellence appears, 0 ανs 41d] 
Which the divine Original derlares; ; 


A r O E N. 18 


So much of Native's/Benutizsiyet'ubide; Sb go. 

As raiſe our Love, and ah! call forth our Pride. 

Does Nature, then, retain ſuch Excellence, | 
And ſtill diſplay divine BzntvoLence, TI "Gi 6 
How ſhould our grateful Tongues reſound His Praiſe | 
And humble Love inſpire our ſacred Lays. | | 


Yzs, Nature till his ceaſeleſs Bounty ſhares ; - 
In each delightful Scene His Love appears: 
His are the Cattle on'a thouſand Hils 
'Tis He our Hearts with Food and Gladneſs fills ; 
He opens the ſoft Boſom of the Spring, 
And makes the little Hills rejoice and ſing ; 
The Huſbandman confirms the joyous Tale, 
While golden Corn thick ſpreads the fertile Vale. 
Nor is confin'd His Bounty to the Fields 
Luxuriant Meads ſpontaneous Herbage yields, 
Where browſe the lowing Herbs; while nibbling Sheep 
Pick ſcantier Verdure from the Mountain Steep ; 
Or ver the F. oreſt Lawns profuſely ſpread, 
The num'rous F locks, by tinkling Cadence led; 
Or 'twixt the Thickſets crow!d; or where the Broom 
Wich deepeſt Verdure mixes yellow Bloom; 2 
Or in the diſtant Dale promiſcuous laid. 
When ſultry Noon invites ta Oaken Shade; 
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While on the ſhrubby Eminence cli d. 


The watchful Swain, with Pipe and — Mind, 


Like the fair Seaſon tranquil and ſerene, 


Enjoys che Sweets of the paſtoral Scene. 


The Beauties which each pleaſing Scene compoſe, 
All the fair Charms theſe beauteous Views diſcloſe; 
All with a vaſt variety immenſe, 


Richly diſplay divine BevzvoLenee ! 


Who can amidſt ſuch boundleſs Beauties rove, 
* not perceive * warm Affections move ? 


May theſe & Thy Favours, Great Indulgent Sire! 

Excite my Love, my grateful Songs inſpire ! 

But let not the Delights which gild the Way, 

Cauſe an exceſſive Fondneſs or Delay 5 

Nor from the Road divert my heedleſs Feet, 

Quite captivated by the Charms I meet. 

I'd preſs along the conſecrated Road, 

Until I reach the City of my God: 


And not ſo proſtitute the pleaſing V iews, 


As of my Father's Houſe the Sight to loſe; 
And, all- enamoured with terreſtial Good, 
Neglect that more ſubſtantial heavenly Food 


On which my Soul ſubſiſts, with-which my G9 


Supports each weary: Trav'ler on the Road. 


a 
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Ir Roſes round my Path breatlies ſweet Perfume, 


Still lurks the Thorn beneath the treach'rous Bloom; 
While the gay Flow rs my eager Graſp attract, 
With Grief I moutn the inadverteht'AR. | | 
Tf ſmiling Providence my Wines crown, © 
How ſoon the pleaſing Draughts my Senſes drown + 
Sad is their Fate whom Scenes of earthly Bliſs 
Engrofs, and all their madden d Soul poſſeſs. 

The hardieſt are not from Compunction clear; 
Shame, Guilt, and Pifappointment moſt ſevere 
The Conſcience laſh, and wound the callous Heart, 
Till the repeated Act benumbs the Smart. 

Nor fad their Fate Alone; for thoſe who know 

The proper Eſtimate of Things below; 

Who know their frail, their fluctuating ſtate, 

How falſe their Promiſes, how ſhort their Date ; 

Too often find their hectlleſs Feet enthrall d, 
Their Mind benighted and their Cbnſcience gall d. 
Yet Earth may be enj6y'd, and"folnefimes'is, 
Without intruding on ſuperior BIG #04 - 

When the high- favour'd Soul is led to ſe: Tail 
Her Maker's Gifts are all divincly free: 7! 
Knows how to fix to each its proper tate ag,, 
And makes all earthly God@faborditate'y) ;; 
With holy Rev'rends/ and with Hatred Love 
Sees what to chooſe, and What ee eee D 
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Sees what her Maker's Glory will produce, 


And whats intended for her lawful Uſe. 
Then the ſubmiſſive Soul, the Heaven-taught Mind. 
In earthly Good can heavenly Bleſſings find ; 
Her humble Pray'r to know her Maker's wil, 
Her only Wiſh his Pleaſure to fulfill. 
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Tursz are thy Gifts, my God ! theſe Bleſſings given, 
To thoſe who Earth enjoy nor miſs of Heav'n : wy 
Grant I may ſo enjoy thy Bleſſings here, 

As to retain thy Favour and thy Fear: | 
From neither may my wandering Footſteps ſtray, ry 
Nor earthly Objects draw my Heart away 
But *micſt the Gifts thy gracious Hand diſpenſe, 
Give Thee in all Things the Pre- eminence! 
Tirus has the Muſe eſſay'd to ſing of Earth, 
To ſing her noble Origin and Birth; 
Sing how the Wiſom, Love and Pow'r r of God, 


Her Fabric rais'd, and ſtretebed her Frame abroad ; __ 


How all her Gifts, as thofe of Providence, 
Flow freely from Divine BENEVOLENCE. ry 
That Principle the Muſe hath alſo trac'd, - 
As operating in the human eaſt, - : 
When Friendſhip the jatender'd Boſbm fires, 
And with Senſations ſweet the Soul inſpires 3 


a pork. 
The Theme hath fill'd a few delightful Hours, 
And exercis'd her poor poetic Pow'rs. 


AnD now ſhe would her Earth-clog'd Plumes adjuſt; 
And ftrive to riſe ſuperior to the Duſt ; 
Nor would ſhe ſtrive to ſoar with bolder Wing, 
And, in ſuperior Style more nobly ſing ! 
She would not merely ſketch an heav'nly Song, 
But with full Strains the lofty Theme prolong. 


No greater Subject can my Pow'rs employ, 
No greater Bleſſing can my Soul enjoy: 
When Gratitude and Friendſhip prompt the Lay; 
DiRates of Duty prompt me to obey : 
Deep int'reſted in the delightful Theme; 
My utmoſt Diligence thoſe Dictates claim; 
If e'er I ſtood in Need of Light divine 
Within my dark benighted Soul to ſhine ; 
If Wiſdom e'er vouchſaf'd my Mind to teach, 
And down from Heaven divine Inſtruction reach; 
Lord ! now inform my Soul, inſpire my Tongue, 
Nor let one Note unhallowed taint my Song. 


By Terms and Images we oft expteſs, 
Some faint Ideas of Thy Love and Grace: 
O 
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But Images and Terms how trite, how dull] 
Unequal all ; not one completely full: 


Love—Mercy—Grace— Good-will— Benevolence, 


Convey but faint Ideas to the Senſe; _ 
And they who know Thee moſt will freckeſt own 
Thy Goodneſs inexpreſſible unknown. 


Human Inveſtigation fails to ſcan, 


God's great Good-will to loſt, rebellious Man: 
Nor could celeſtial Language cer attain 

So hiph a Note, or raiſe an equal Strain ; 
Confirming Grace inſpires angelic Songs ; 

But; dying Love's reſerv'd for human Tongues. 
E'er Time's revolving Wheels began to move, 
The Angels ſought to ſcan redeeming Love ; 


| Nor ſince have ceas'd, with anxious Pry, to look : 


But Icſus only can unſeal the Book: 
And, Inſpiration ſeems almoſt to fail ; - 
Ev'n Revelation does not full reveal. 


p 


LET the important Queſtion now take place, 
« Am Ja Subject of redeeming Grace? 
Can 7 aſſert with humble Confidence, 
« My Int'reſt in this rich BENEVOLENCE ? 


Feel I the ſweet Incitements of this Love? 


Lo Jeſus do my warm Affections move?“ 


—— * 
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O could I in my Savianr's Cauſe ftand forth, 
Diſplay His Glories, and proclaim His Worth; 
Aſcribe (while liſt ning Seraphs hear me fing), 
Salvation to their great incarnate King 

But, Lord! I muft confefs,” with Grief and Shame, 
How little I have glorified Thy Name. 

How little has Thy Praiſe employ'd my Tongne, 
Or ſiveet Salvation ſwelld my feeble Song! 

How have I hid my Talent in the Earth, 

And ſpar'd to ſpeak of my Redeemer's Worth: 
While I have wrote of Nature, Things, and Men, 
How little has Thy Praife employ'd my Pen, | 
While human Approbation and Applauſe | 
Have been preferr'd before "y Saviour's Cauſe !- 


Lonp ! now draw out my Soul, each W expand, 
Henceforth my Heart, my Tongue, my Pen command 
Nor more permit unworthy Themes to fire 
My future Efforts, or my Song inſpire. 


Wu ar are the comic or the tragic Scenes, 
Where Height of F olly and Diſtraction reigns ? 
Ext ravagant and forc'd Adventures riſe, 

And ſtuiF*d with ſtrange . ; 

Th enthuſiaſtic Fancy overheat, 

And all the tortur'd Feelings agitate; 
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Win vun Able, person wile, 


The weak, the vain the vicious Heart beguile, 
With ſwift Succeſſion ſweep it o'er Mind, 
Nor leave one well-digeſted Truth: behind. 
Or what is all the Epic Muſe relates; 

The Riſe of Kingdoms, or the Fall of. States ? 
01 all that conſtitute heroic Song; 
Or all that to the Hero's Deeds belong: 
All their brave Actions, all. their martial Skill, 

And all the weighty Miſſions they fulfil? 
My Lord's great Conflict, and Conqueſt exceeds, 
All human Fortitude and valiant Deeds. 
All that Philoſophers or Poets tell, | 
All their dull Songs and Syſtems can reveal; 
How incffectual, to point out the Road, 
By which the ruin'd Sinner finds his God 
Theſe Things in human Eſtimation bear 
Importance great yet all mere Trifles are; 
Are like the glimm'ring Glow-worms feeble Rays, 
In Contraſt with the Sun's meridian Blaze. 
Such Splendor, Beauty, and Magnificence, 
Shines in Jehovah's grand BgnzvoLENCE | 


To now with Joy reſume the pleaſing Theme; 
And pant to feel the pure celeſtial F lame | 
Which in ſeraphic Boſoms glows, yea more } 

I'd far beyond ſeraphic Views explore: 


AY 
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A Note more noble, more ſublime I'd raiſe, _ 

To Jzsv's Love, the Subject of my Praiſe: _ 
I'd ſing the great, the rich, the matchleſs Grace, 
Secur'd to Adam's vile apoſtate Race, 


Wnusw late along Afflictions Vale I trod, 
And trac'd my Saviour's Footſteps on the Road 3 
How long'd I then to raiſe a cheerful Strain, 
And feel the bleſt Reſult of all His Pain; 

I'd now that Wiſh revive, that Wiſh improve, 
And dwell with Rapture on his boundleſs Love, 
And in the Exerciſe of Faith diyine, 

Strive to appropriate the Bleſiing mine, 


UnNuMBER'D Ages e'er the wond' rous Birth 


Of uniyerſal Nature ifſu'd forth; _ 

Long e' er the morning Stars together ſung, 
Or Praiſe divine employ'd ſeraphic Tongue. 
Eternally, within Jehovah's Breaſt, 
Did all His infinite Perfections reſt; 

'They underiy'd, and independent, ſhone, 
With Beams reflecting on Himſelf alone. 
At length unerring Wiſdom ſaw. it meet, 
T' appoint angelic Orders to their State; N. 
Them Pow'r divine to heav'nly Thrones did raiſe, 
To taſte His Love, and celebrate His Praiſe. 5 
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Nor did their Birth complete the great Defi ign 5 
Infinite Skill and Energy divine 
Together wrought, eventually to prove 
Brighter Diſplays of everlaſting Love. 


Wx Time began to roll in Years and Days, 
Then Man arcfe to ſpeak his Maker's Pratſe— 
But is the ſad Reflection now return'd, 
Which oft the Muſe has ſung, and oft has mourn'd ; 
That Man rebel'd and diſobey'd his God; 

And loſt his Glory and his bleſt Abode ? 

But this the Plan of Gop could not fruſtrate 
But makes his Love appear exceeding great. 
Tho” this diſaſterous Event took Place, 

It but enhanc'd the Wonders of His Grace; 
His Love in more expreſſive Language tells, 
And all His glorious Attributes reveals. 

Tho' Man's Revolt was wilful, vile, and baſe; 
The joyful Meſſage of redeeming Grace, 

To ev'ry guilty Rebel doth proclaim, 

A free Salvation thro' a Saviour's Name. 


Be this thy Source of Triumph, O my Soul! 

In Time, and while eternal Ages roll; 

This all thy Joy; this conſtitute thy Bliſs; 

The ceaſeleſs Subject of thy Song be this; 
(Diſclaiming ev'ry Hope and Help beſide), 

« For me a Saviour liv'd, for me a Saviour dy'd.“ 
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Tavs may a ſinful Mortal now preſume, 
To ſing between the Cradle and the Tomb; 
While Sin and Sorrow preſs his feeble Frame, 
And Death proceeds to urge his eager Claim. 
Nor leſs intent the Soul's infernal Foe ; 

Nor can her Skill ward off his guileful Blow ; 
No human Strength ſufficient to engage 

The fierce Attacks of diabolic Rage : 

But ſtill the Saint may ſing, and gladly tell, 

<< My Saviour conquer'd Sin, and Death, and Hell.” 


— 


Hap Man retain'd his native Innocence, 
And ſtill enjoy'd that rich BznevoLence 
Which from the Deity divinely flow'd, 

And bleſt him with Communion with his God; 
Creation might have ſwePd his cheerful Song, 
And Preſervation his glad Strains prolong ; 

For though Diſeaſe he had not then ſuſtain'd, 
Yet God his pure Exiſtence had maintain d 
Dependent on his Will; for only He 
HFath independent Immortality. 6 
He might have ſung of kind, divine Regard; 
The Joys his Maker's Preſence could afford; 
And how improv'd by daily Intercourſe, 

His active Pow'rs collected noble Force: 

His Duty interwoven in his Heart; 

Nor prone from prompt Obedience to depart 


f 
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This Privilege he then would have enjoy'd, 


\ 


His Heart they had engag'd,' his Tongue employ 'd, 


Divine Perfections had employ'd his Song; 

What Glories to the Lord his Gop belong 

With Rapture he'd have ſung; but neer could tell” 
The greater Glories of Immanuel. h 
This Theme's reſerv'd for Sinners Tongues to ſhare W 
A Fruit which Paradiſe could never bear; 

A Bloom which buds in this dark Vale below, 


And ſoon in Heav'n will in Perfection blow. 


Yes ; tis the Song Sinners alone can ſing; | 
The Source whence all their Conſolations ſpring ! 
Hence, they derive their Hope and Confidence; 


Hence, feel unparallel'd BznzvoLaNce, 


Unfelt below, and e'vn unſung Above, 


Till Sin appear'd, the Strength of Jeſu's Love 


Bur while the Muſe attempts, with feeble Lay, 
This Love in all Glories to diſplay ; * + 
Inadequate ſhe feels her nobleſt Strain; 

Her ſtrongeſt Images how weak, how vain ! 
All Art or Nature, Senſe or Reaſon, boaſt, 


Are all in this vaſt, boundleſs Subject loſt. 


Nor can Creation fit Reſemblancè find, 
Nor fit Ideas fill the Human Mind.— — 


nf 


But to the humble Soul who feels her Need, 
"Tis precious Love, divinely rich indeed! 
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Not! Streams chat in 8 ſultry Deſert meet, 4 
The weary Tray'ler, ſpent with Toil and Heat, 
To greater Joy his parching Lips invite, 

Or his exhauſted Spirits more Delight. 
Captives, who long the galling Chain have worn, 
In Dungeon Cells, unpitied and forlorn, 

If f high they prize their Eaſe and Liberty, 

And love the gracious Hand that ſets them free; 
Such the Releaſe the wounded Spirit feels, 

When Jzsus his forgiving Love reveals 
Such warm Affections to his Hand divine 1 
They feel; and ſee His matchleſs Glories ſhine: 


And while they taſte, and ſee, and feel, His Love, 


Their firm Attachment to their Lord to prove, 
Conftrain'd by Love, by cleanſing Grace renew 'd, 
| Slain 1s their Enmity, their Pride ſubd'd : 
Nor can Allure ments draw, or Terrors drive, 
Them from their Savior, by whoſe Love they live. 
Affliction, Perſecution, or Diſtreſs, =p 
Their Faith may try, but ne'er can diſpoſſels ; 
Submiſſive to the Lot their God ordains, 
If led thro? gladſome, or thro' gloomy Scenes. 2 
But Few are favour' d with the former Lot 
« Are many Noble call'd ?” the Word ſays, “not, 
But prais'd be Grace divipe, that ſome there are, 
Who earthly Good and heav'nly Bleſſings ſhare; 3 
| P 
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Rais'd to port their great Redeemer's Cauſd, 
And ſpread thra Earth the Glories of his Croſs ; 
Bleſt with a Kberal Heart and Hand to give, 


His poor afflicted Members they relieve. 


Tnus happieſt of Men the Chriſtian is, 
Nor earthly Bleſſings conſtitute his Bliſs : 
If each Reſource of earthly Good's deny'd, 
He's richly from the Fountain-Head ſupply'd : 
To be preſer'd is the poor Chriſtian's State, 


Free'd from the Snares and Dangers of the Great : 


Like the ſmooth Stream which down the Valley rk 
Onward he calmly and obſcurely Slides : 

Nor unto worldly Greatneſs he aſpires ; 

Nor much of worldly Wiſdom he acquires, 
His Bible all his Maker's Will reveals ; 
The Truth he ſees, its Efficacy feels ; 

Nor needs ſcholaſtic Arguments to prove 

His ſpecial Int'reſt in his Saviour's Love; 
As plain as precious, the full Promiſe ſhines, 
Nor Unbelief perverts the facred Lines Y 
Full-fraught with all his Soul or Body needs, 
On which his Faith and Hope divinely feeds. 
Within his lowly Dwelling Pracx abides, 


And o'er his Board fair TzMPERANCE preſides; 
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If with coarſe Fare he's fed, celeſtial Food WÞ  ,, 
Crowns the Repaſt with more than ſenſual Good 

Tho' plain, or patch'd his Garb, he'll Comfort draw 
From that bleſt Robe that ne'er admits a Flaw. 

Nor Gold diſtracts his Brain, nor loads his Purſe, 

Nor Conſolations grow from ſhining Duſt. * 
Unclog'd with Earth, he runs his deſtin'd Road, 
Dependent on an All-ſufficient God: 

Content crowns ev'ry Bleſſing he enjoys, 

And Gratitude, with Praiſe, his Tongue employs. 
Such is his bleſt Eſtate, his plenteous Store; 

Much in Poſſeſſion, in Reverſion more; 

He's rich in Faith, and of a Kingdom Heir, 

Whoſe Wealth and Glories are beyond Compare. 


Wren Time of Yeats has fill'd the vaſt Amount, 
And put a final Cloſe to the Account. | 
Full Tides of Glory then ſhall fill his Views, 
And Bliſs expreſſleſs thro his Soul diffuſe : 
And then his Body freed from all Diſeaſe, 


In Incorruption will his Saviour raiſe, 


Tuus doth the Saint in Time his Saviour find 
Gracious and good, benevolent and kind; _ 
But in thoſe bliſsful Regions He'll diſpenſe, 

A boundleſs, endleſs, full BzxzvoLexcz ! 


Ch n ne, - * 
{IR But; = fing che Gbories of chat State? Tg i 3 Woes 
| Bliſs inconceivable ; divinely great; a vi 1 5 | 
Replete with all a triune God can gives is i Lp 
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All, Man's . _ can receive. 

Cxasx, then my Muse 11 nor Wer above ay Height 5 
Urge not thy heedleſs, inadvertent Flight; 
Deſiſt; nor with dull Strains diſgrace the Theme; 
Nor with frail Notes the Subject more defame; 

Unapt, unfit to converſe with the Skies, 
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More in the Vale thy lowly Province lies. 


Yer while T tread this dreary Deſert thro", | :, . 

May heav'nly Glories brighten to my Vie; 
Bleſt with divine Support, divine Supplies, | 
Let aith preſent the near approaching Prize; . 

Till, when the Springs of Life are languid grown. 
And fore Diſeaſe break this frail Fabric down. 

I ſhare my Portion in the promis'd Reſt, 

And ſoar to Heav'n, to be for ever bleſt ! 
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